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Sonuvhere, in desolate wind-swept space, 
la Twilight-land, in no-man's land, 
Two hunying shapes met face to face 
And bade each other stand. 

■* And who an yon? " cried one agape 

Shuddering in the gloaming light. 
" I know not," said the second shape, 

" I only died last night." 

THOBIAS BAILEY ALDRICH. 



Digmzefl by Google 




D,8.t.Mb, Google 



mTRODUCTION 

The darkness of the tenth centnir is dlsdpated t^ no con- 
temporary historian. Monkish chronicles alone shed a faint 
Ught over the discordant chaos of the Italian world. Rome 
was no longer the capital of the earth. The seat of eminre had 
shifted from the hanks at the Tiber to the shores of the Bosponu, 
and the seven hilled atj of Constantine had assumed the im- 
perial pwple of the ancient capital of the Ctesars. 

Centuries of struggles urith the hosts of foreign invaders 
had in time lowered the state of civilization to such a degree, 
that in point of Uterature and art the Rome of the tenth century 
could not boast of a single name worthy of being trans- 
mitted to poeteri^. Even the memory of the men whose 
achievements in tlu days of its glory constituted the pride and 
boast of the Roman worid, had become almost extinct. A 
great lethargy benumbed the Italian mind, engendered by the 
reaction from the incessant feuds and brdls among the petty 
tyrants and oppressors of the country. 

Together with the rest of the disintegrated states of Italy, 
united by no common bcmd, Rome had become the prey of the 
most terrible disorders. Papacy had fallen into all manner of 
corruption. Its former halo and prestige had departed. The 
chair of St. Peter was sought for by bribery and controlling 
influence, often by violence and assassination, and the city was 
oppre s sed by factions and awed into submis^on by foreign 
adventurers in command of bands collected from the outcasts of 
aU nations. 

From the day of Christmas in tlie year 800, when at the hands 
of Pope Leo m, Charlemagne received the imperial crown 
of the West, the German Kin^ dated their right as ruleis tit 
vU 
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INTRODUCTION 

Rome and tlu Roman world, a right, feebly and ineffectually 
contested by tbe emperors of the East. It was the dream at 
every German Eing immediittely upon hia election to cross the 
Alps to receive at the hand of the Pope the crown of a country 
which resisted and resented and never formally recognized a 
superiority forced upon it. Thus from time to time we find 
Rune alternately in revolt against German rule, punished, 
subdued and again imploring the aid of the detested foreigners 
against the misrule of her own princes, to settle the disputes 
arising from pontifical elections, or as protection against 
foreign invaders and the violence of contending factt<Hi8. 

Plunged in an abyss from which she saw no other means of 
extricating herself, harassed by the Hungarians in Lombardy 
and the Saracens in Calabria, Italy had, in the year 961, called 
on Otto the Great, King of Germany, for asustance. Little 
opposition was made to this powerful monarch. Berengar II, 
the reigning sovereign of Italy, submitted and agreed to bold 
his kingdom of him as a fief. Otto thereupon returned to 
Germany, but new disturbances ariung, he crossed the Alps 
a sec<md time, deposed Berengar and received at the hands 
of Pope John XII the imperial digni^ nearly suspended for 
forty years. 

Every ancient prejudice, every recollection whether of 
Augustus or Charlemagne, had led the Romans to annex the 
notion of sovereign^ to the name of Roman emperor, nor were 
Otto and Us two immediate descendants incUned to waive 
these supposed prerogativeB, which they were well able to en- 
force. But no sooner had they returned to Germany than the 
old habit of revolt seized the Italians, and especially the Romans 
who were ill disposed to resume habits of obedience even to the 
sovereign whose aid they had implored and received. The 
flames of rebellion swept again over the seven hilled d^ 
during the rule of Otto Q, whose aid tbe Romans had invoked 
against the invading hordes of Islam, and the same republican 
viil 
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INTRODUCTION 

qiirlt broke out during the brief, but fantastic telgn of hl« son, 
the third Otto, directing itself in the latter instance chiefly 
against the person of the youthful pontiff, Bruno of Carinthia, 
the friend of the King, whose purity stands out in marked con- 
trast against the depravity of the monsters, who, to the number 
of ten, had during the past five decades defiled the throne of 
the Apostle. Gregory V is said to have been assassinated during 
Otto's absence from Rome. 

The third rebellionof Johamies Crescentius, Senator of Rome, 
enacted after the death of the pontiff and the election of Syl- 
vester n, forms but the prelude to the great drama whose final 
curtain was to fall upon the doom td the third Otto, of irtiose 
love for Stephania, the beautiful wife of Crescratius, innu- 
merable legends are told in the old monkish chronicles and 
whose tragic death caused a lament to go throughout the world 
of the Willftnninnii 



Digmzefl by Google 



D,8.t.Mb, Google 



CONTENTS 




BOOK THB FIRST 
Ctu^ter Page 

I, The Grand ChamberUin 3 

II. The Pageant in the Narona 15 

UL On Uie Palatine 98 

tV. The Wanton Court of Theodora 40 

V. The Wager 53 

VI. John of the Catacombs 73 

VII. The VUon of San Pancrazio 85 

Vm. Cattel San Angelo 97 

IX. The Sermon in the Ghetto 116 

X. The Cicilian Dancer 13a 

XX. NUns of Oaeta 144 

XII. Red Falemiaa 154 

Xni. Dead Leaves . .' 169 

XIV. Tbe Phantom at the Shrine 173 

XV. Tbe Death Watch 1B4 

XVI. The Conclave 196 

BOOK THE SECOND 

L The Meeting an 

II. The Qneen of Night ao8 

ni. The Elixir of Love aaa 

IV. The Secret of the Tomb "33 

V. The Grottos of Egeria a43 

VI. Beyond the Grave 361 

VIL Am CoeU a73 

li 



Digmzefl by Google 



CONTENTS 

Ch^Mr Fige 

VIIL The Gothic Toww 385 

IX. The Soue of the Fowler 894 

X. The Tcmpk of Neptune 30a 

XL The IncanUtioa 314 

XIL The Hermitage of Niltu 333 

XIIL The Lloa of Bsaalt 339 

XIV. The LMt Tryit 350 

XV. The Storm of Cutel Su Angdo . ■ 374 

XVI. The Forfeit 397 

XVII. Nemeiie 407 

XVIIL Vale Roma 4^3 

BOOK THE THIRD 

I. Pateme 433 

n. Memories 437 

III, The Connunmatloti 445 

IV. The Angel of the Agony 455 

V. Return 4^9 




Digmzefl by Google- 



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS 

Page 

" Wm StepbanU not ovsnctinK b«f part?" (Setfagw^it) FitntiifUtt 
"LooUnKapfroin tha ta«k ho wM cDgmfed In" ... .Si 
*■ PenUtiitg In bia endcaToni to remore her maik "... 13! 
" Ttaa hanndng memoiiea oC Stspfaanla " ..•*.. 43S 



Digmzefl by Google 



i,8.t.Mb, Google 



Book the First 

iic Truce 
of God 



D,8.t.Mb, Google 

A 



"As I c« 

As I came through the deHrt: AH wm Uwkt 

In heaven no aingle alar, on earth no track; 

A broodinK buth without a atlr or note. 

The air so thick it clotted In my throat. 

And tbue for hours; then aome enoraions tUnea 

Swooped past with aavage criea and clanking winga ; 

But I strode on austere; 

Ho hope could have no feai." 

— Jama Themiam. 
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BOOK THE FIBST 

CHAPTER I 

THS ORAHD CHAMBERLAIN 

T was the hour of high noon 
on a niltiy October iaj in 
Roma, in the year of our Lord 
nine hundred and ninety-nine. 
In the porphyry cabinet of 
the imperial palace on Mount 
Aventine, before a table covered 
with parchments and fcrolls, 
Cure sat an individual, who 
even in the most brilliant as- 
sembly would have attracted general and immediate attention. 
Judgii^ from his appearance he bad scarcely passed his 
thirtieth year. His bearing combined a marlnd grace and in- 
teUectnality. The finely shaped head p<dsed on splendid 
shoulders denoted power and intellect. The pale, olive tints 
of the face seemed to intensify the brilliancy of the black eyes 
whose penetrating gaze revealed a singular compound of 
mockery and cynicism. The mouth, small but firm, was not 
dev<rid of disdain, and even cruel^, and the «mil^ of the thin, 
compressed lips held something more subtle than any pasdon 
that can be named. His ears, hands and feet were of that 
delicacy and smallness, which is held to denote aristocracy of 
Urtli. And there was in his manner that indescribable com- 
bination of unobtrusive dignity and affected elegance which, in 
all ages and countries, through all changes of manners and 
customs hss rendered the demesnour oS its few chosen pos- 
seesois the instantaneous interpreter td their social rank. 
$ 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

He was dre«wd in a crimaon tunic, faatuted with a cUsp of 
inoth«r-of-peail. Tight fitting hose of black and crimson 
terminating in saffron -coloured shoes covered his legs, and a red 
cap, pointed at the top and rolled up behind brought the head 
into harmonj with the rest of the costume. 

How and then, Benilo, the Grand Chamberiain, cast quick 
glances at the sand-dock on the table before him; at last 
with a gesture of mingled impatience and annoyance, be 
pushed back the scrolls he had been examining, glanced again 
at the clock, arose and strode to a window looking out upon 
the western slopes of Mount Aventine. 

The sun was slowlysetting, and the l^t green silken curtains 
hung motionless, in the almost level rays. The stone houses of 
(be dtj and her colossal ruins glowed mth a brightness almost 
overpowering. Not a ripple stirred Hie surface of the Tiber, 
whose golden coils circled the base of Aventine ; not a breath 
of ^rind filled the sails of the deserted Sshing boats, which 
swung lazily at thdr moorings. Over the distant Campagna 
hung a hot, quivering mist and in the nneyards climbing the 
Joniculan Uount not a leaf stirred upon its slender stem. 
The ramparts of Castel San Angelo dreamed deserted in the 
^ow of the westering sun, and beyond the horizon of ancient 
Portus, torpid, waveless and suffused in a flood of dazzling 
biightnssa, the Tyrrhene Sea stretched toward the cloudless 
horizon which closed the sun-bright view. 

How long the Grand Chamberlain had thus abstractedly 
gazed out upon the seven-billed city gradually sinkuig into the 
repose of evening, he was scarcely conscious, when a slight 
knock, which seemed to come from the wall, caused him to 
start. After a brief interval it was repeated. Benilo drew the 
curtains closer, gave another glance at the sand-clock, nodded 
to himself, then, approaching the opposite wall, decorated 
with scenes from the If etomorphoses of Ovid, touched a hidden 
^ring. Noiseless^ a panel receded and, from the chasm thus 
4 
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THE GRAND CHAMBKRLAIN 

tevMtled, Bonuthing like r shadow passed Bwiftty into tht 
cabinet, the panel closing ooiselessly behind it. 

Benilo had reseated himself at the table, and beckoned his 
strange viator to a chair, which he decUned. He was tall and 
lean and wore tlw gray habit of the Penitent friars, the cowl 
drawn over his face, concealing his features. 

For some minutes neither the Grand Chamberlain nor bis 
victor spoke. At last Benilo broke the silence. 

" You are tbt bearer of a message? " 

The monk nodded. 

" Tell me the worst I Bad news is like decaying fndt. It 
becmnes the more rotten with the keejnng." 

" The worst may be told quickly enough," said the monk 
with a voice which caused tl» Chamberlain to start. 

" The Saxon dynas^ is resting on two eyes." 

Benilo nodded. 

" On two eyes," be repeated, straining his gaze towards tbe 
monk. 

" They will soon be dosed for evert " 

The Chamberlain started from his seat 

" I do not understand." 

" The fever does not temporize." 

" lis the nature of tbe raven to croak. Let thine im- 
proviang damn tibyself ." 

" Fate and the grave are relentless, I am the messenger 
of both! " 

" King Otto dying 7 " the Chamberlain muttered to himself. 
" Away from Rome, — the Fata JSotgana. <d his dreams ? " 

A gesture of the monk interrupted the speaker. 

" When a knight makes a vow to a lady, he does not thereby 
become her betrothed. She oftener marries another." 

" Yet the Saint may work a miracle. The Holy Father is 
praying so earnestly for his delivenmce, that Saint Michael 
may feax for his prestige, did he not succour bim." 
5 
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THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

" Yoni beart is tenderer than I had guessed." 

" And joined by the prayers of such as you — " 

The monk raised his hand. 

" Hay, — I am not holy enough." 

" I thought they were all saints at San Zeno." 

*' That is for Rome to say." 

There was a brief pause during which Benilo gazed into 
space. The monk heard him mutter the word " I>]^g — 
dying " as if therein lay condensed the essence of all his 
life. 

Reseating himself the Chamberlain seemed at last to renum- 
ber the presence of his visitor, who scrutinized him stealthily 
from under his cowl. Pointing to a parctiment on the table 
before him, he said dismissing the subject: 

" You are reported as one in whom I may {dace fuU trust, 
in whom I may implicitly confide. I hate the black cassocks. 
A monk and misfortune are seldom apart. You see I dissemble 
not." 

The Grand Chamberlain's visitor nodded. 

" A viper's friend must needs be a nper, — like to like t " 

" 'TIS not the devil's policy to show the cloven hoof." 

" Yet an eavesdropper is best equipped for a prophet." 

Again the Chamberlain started. 

Straining his gaze towards the monk, who stood Immobile 
as a phantom, he said : 

" It is reported that you are about to render a great service 
to Rome." 

The monk nodded. 

" A country without a king is bad 1 But to carry the matter 
just a trifle farther, — to dream of Christendom without a 
Pope — " 

"You would not dare I" exclaimed Benilo with real or 

feigned surprise, "you would not dare! In tiie presence of 

the whole Christian world ? Rome can do nothing without 

6 
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THE GRAND CHAMBERLAIN 

flw Saa, — nothing witbout the Pope. Take away his bene- 
diction: *UrU et Orbi' — What would prosper?" 

" Ton are a poet and a Roman. I am a monk and a native 
(tf Aragon." 

Benilo sbmgged his shouldeiB. 

" lis but tlu old question : Cui bono? How many pdntiffs 
have, within the memory ctf man, defiled the chair al Saint 
Peter 7 Who are your reformers ? LlbertineB and gossipers in 
the taverns of the Snbuira, among fried fish, painted women, 
and garlic; in prosperity proud, in adversi^ cowards, but 
infamous ever I The fifth Gregory alone soars so high above 
the earth, he sees not the vermin, the mire beneath." 

" Perhaps they wished to let the mire accumulate, to furnish 
work for the Iron broom of your tramontane sidnt I Are not 
his shoulders bent In hofy contemplation, like the moon in the 
first quarter ? Is he not shocked at the sight of misery and (rf 
diflhevelled despair? His sensitive nerves would see them with 
the hair dressed and bound like that of an antique statue." 

" Ay I And the feudal barons stick in his palate like the hook 
in the mouth of the dog fish." 

" We want no more martyrs I The light of the glow-worm 
continues to shine after the death of the Insect." 

" It was a conclave, that disposed of the usurper, John 
XVI." 

" Ay I And the bravo, when he discovered his error, paid for 
three candles for the pontiff's soul, and the monk who ofiictated 
at the last rites praised the departed so loudly, that the corpse 
sat up and laughed. And now he is immortal and possesses the 
secret of eternal life," the monk concluded with downcast 
eyes. 

" Tet Uiere is one I fear, — one who seems to enUst a spedal 
providence in his cause." 

" Gerbert of Cluny — " 

*' The monk of AoiillacI " 

7 
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THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

" Tb«7 say that he is leagusd with ttie devil; that in his 
closet Iw has a brazen head, which answers all questions, 
and through which the devil has assured him that he sliall not 
die, till he has said mass in Jerusalem." 

*' He is competent to convert a brimstone lake." 

'* Yet a true soldier seeks for weak spots in the armour." 

** I am answered. But the time and the place? " 

" In tihe Ghetto at sunset." 

'* And ttie reward ? " 

** Tlie halo of a Saint," 

" What of your conscience's peace ? " 

" Hay not a man and his conscience, lilw ill-mated consorts, 
be on something less than speaking terms ? " 

" They kill by the decalogue at San Zeno." 

" Ezitus acta probat! " returned the monk solemnly. 

Benilo raised liis hand wamingly. 

" Let him disappear quietly — ecdedastically." 

" What is gained by caution when one stands on an earth- 
quake ? " asked the monk. 

'* You deem not, then, that Heaven might take so stroi^ an 
interest in Gerbert's affairs, as to send some of the blessed to 
his deliverance? " queried Benilo suavely. 

The Chamberlain's vidtor betrayed impatience. 

" If Heaven troubled itself much about what is done on earth, 
the world's buuness would be well-nigh bankrupt." 

"Ay I And even the just may fall by his own justice I" 
nodded Benilo. ** He should have made his indulgences dearer, 
and harder to win. Why takes lie not the lesson from vromen? " 

There was a brief pause, during which Benilo had arisen 
and paced up and down the chamber. His viutor remained 
immobile, though his eyes followed Benilo's every step. 

At last the Grand Chamberlain paused directly before him. 

** How fares his Eminence of Or^eto ? He was ailing at 
last reports," he a^ed. 

8 
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THE GRAND CHAMBERLAIN 

" He died on bis way to Rome, of a disease, sudden as the 
fingat. He loved honey, — they will accuse the bees." 

With a nod of satisfaction Benilo continued his peram- 
bulation. 

" Tell me better news of onr dearly beloved friend, Mon- 
ngnor Agnello, Archbishop of Cosenza, Clerk of the Chamber 
and Vice-Legate of Viterbo." 

** He was found dead in his bed, after eating a most hearty 
sapper," the monk spoke dolefully. 

** Alas, poor man I That was sudden. But such holy men 
are always ready for th^ call," replied the Grand Chamberlain 
with downcast eyes. " And what part has his Holiness as- 
signed me in his relics? " 

" Some flax of his hair shirt, to coil a rope therewith," 
repUed the monk. 

" A princely benefaction I But your conunissi<m for the 
Father of Christmdom? For indeed I fear the vast treasures 
he has heaped up, will hang like a leaden mountain on his 
ascending soul." 

" The Holy Father himself has summoned me to Rome I " 
The words seemed to sound from nowhere. Yet they hovered 
on the air like the knell of Fate. 

The Grand-Chamberlain paused, stared and shuddered. 

" And who knows," continued the monk after a pause, 
" but that by some divine dispensation all the refractory 
cardinals of the Sacred College may contract some incurable 
disease? Have you secured the names, — just to ascertain if 
their households are well ordered ? " 

" The name of every MirHmai and bishop in Rome at the 
present hour." 

" Give it to me." 

A hand white as that of a corpse came from the monk's 
ample parting sleeves in which Benilo placed a scroll, which he 
had taken from the table. 
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Tbemonktmndledlt. After ^andng down the list of uunes, 
he said: 

" The Cardinal of Gregorio." 

The Chamberlain betokened his understanding with a nod. 

" Be fflwims kinship with the stars." 

" The Cardinal of San IHetro in H<mtorio." 

An evil smile curved Benilo's thin, white lips. 

" An impostor, proved, confessed, — his c<Hisdence pawned 
to a saint — " 

*' The Cardinal oS San Onofrio, — he, who held you over the 
baptismal fount," said the monk with a quick ^ance at the 
Chamberlain. 

" I had no hand In my own christening." 

The monk nodded. 

" The Cardinal of Son ^vestro." 

" He vowed he would jran the barefoot friars, if he re- 
covered." 

" A would have made a stalwart mendicant. An the women 
would have confessed to him." 

" It is impossible to escape immortality," sighed Benllo. 

" Obedience is holiness," replied the other. 

After carefully reviewing the not inconsiderable list of names, 
and pladttg a cross agaioBt some of them, the monk returned 
the scroll to its owner. 

When the Chamberlain spoke again, his voice trembled 
strangely. 

" What of the Golden Chalice? " 

" Offerimus tiU Domine, Callcem Salutaris," the monk 
quoted from the mass. '* What differentiates Sacramental 
WUie from Kalvoaia? " 

The Chamberlain pondered. 

" Perhaps a degree or two of headlness? ** 

" Is it not rather a degree or two of holiness? *' replied the 
monk with a strange gleam in his eyes. 
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** The Season claims its mercies." 

" Can one quench a furnace with t parable? " 

" The Hofy Host may work a miracle." 

*' It is the concern of angels to see their sentences enforced." 

" Sic itor ad astra," said the Chamberlain devoutly. 

And like an echo it came from his viaitor's lipa: 

" ^ Itor ad astra I " 

" We miderstaud each other," Benilo spoke after a pause, 
aii^g from his chair. " But remember," he added with a 
look, which seemed to pierce his interlocutor through and 
through. " What thou dost, monk, thou dost. If thy hand 
fail, I know thee not I " 

Stepi^g to the panel, Benilo was about to touch the secret 
spring, when a thought arrested his hand. 

" Thou hast seen my face," he turned to the monk. " It is 
but meet, that I see thine.** 

'ff^thont a word the monk removed his cowl. As he did so, 
Benilo stood rooted to the spot, as if a ghost bad arisen from 
the stone floor before bun. 

** Madman I ** he gasped. " You dare to show yourself in 
Rome?" 

A strange light gleamed In ttie monk's eyes. 

" I came in quest of the End of lime. Do yon doabt the 
dncerity of my intent ? " 

For a moment they faced each other In ^ence, then the 
monk turned and vanished without another word through the 
panel which closed ndselessly behind him. 

When Benilo found himself once more alone, all the elas- 
tidty of temper and mind seemed to have deserted him. All 
the colour had faded from bis fttce, all the light seemed to 
have gone from his eyes. Thus he remained for a space, 
ndtber heeding his surroundings, nor the flight ctf time. At 
last he arose and, traversing the cabinet, made for a remote 
door and passed out Whatever were bis thoughts, no out- 
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ward sign betrajBd them, as with the suaw and impenetrable 
mien ot the bom courtier, be entered the vast hall oi audience. 

A motie; crowd of courtiers, officers, monks and foreign 
envoys, whose variegated costumes formed a dazzling kaleido- 
scope almost bewildering to the unaccustomed eye, met the 
Chamberlain's gaze. 

The greater number of those present were recruited from 
the ranks of the Roman nobility, men whose spare, elegant 
figures formed a striking contrast to the huge giants of the 
German imperial guard. The mongrel and craven descendants 
of African, Syrian and Slavonian slaves, a strange jumble of 
races and types, with all the visible signs of tb^ hetero- 
geneous origin, staied with insolent wonder at the fair-haired 
sons of the North, who took their orders from no man, save the 
grandson of the mighty emperor Otto the Great, the vanquisher 
of the Magyars on the tremendous field of the Lech. 

A strange medley of palace officials, appointed after the 
ruling code of the Eastern Eminre, duunberlidns, pages and 
grooms, masters of the outer court, masters of the inner 
court, masters of the robe, masters of the horse, seneschals, 
high stewards and eunuchs, in their sweeping citron and 
orange coloured gowns, lent a glowing enchantment to the 
scene. 

Ko glaring lights marred the pervading softness of the 
atmosphere; all objecte animate and inanimate seemed in 
complete harmony with each other. The entrance to the 
great hall of audience was flanked with two great pillars of 
Numidian marble, toned by time to hues of richest orange. 
The hall itoelf was surrounded by a colonnade of the Corinthian 
order, whereon had been lavished exquisite carvings; In niches 
behind the columns stood stetues in basalt, thrice the size of 
life. Enormous pillars of rose-coloured marble supported the 
roof, decorated in the fantastic Byzantine style; the floor, 
composed of serpentine, porphyry ai^ Wumidian marble, was a 
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superb woA ci art. la the centre a fountain threw np sprays 
of perfumed water, its basin bordered with gUsteoing shells 
from India and the Archipelago. 

Fasdng slowly down the hall, Benilo paused here and there 
to exchange greetings with some individual among the 
numerous groups, who were conversing in hushed whispers 
on the event at this hour closest to their heart, the illness of 
King Otto m, in the cloisters of Honte Gaigano in Apulia 
whiUier he liad journeyed on a pilgrimage to the grottoes of 
the Archangel. Conflicting rumours were life as to the course 
<A the illness, and each seemed fearful of venturing a surmise, 
which might precipitate a crisis, fraught mth direst conse- 
quences. The times and ttie Roman temper were uncertain. 

The countenance of Archbishop Heribert of Cologne, Ctian- 
cellor of the Empire, reflected grave apprehension, which was 
amply sliared by his companions. Archbishop Willigis of Mentz, 
and Luitprand, Archbishop of Cremona, the Patriarch of 
Christendom, whose snow-white tuiir formed a striking con- 
trast to the dark and bronzed countenance of Count Benedict 
tA Palestrina, and Pandulph of Capua, Lord of Spoleto and 
Beneventum, the lay-members of the group. The conversation, 
though held in whispered tones and inaudible to those moving 
on tlie edge of thdr circle, was yet animated and it would seem, 
that hope had but a small share in the surmises th^ ventured on 
what the days to come held in store for the Saxon dynasty. 

Without paying farther heed to the motley thrcmg, which 
surged up and down the tiall of audience, seemingly indifferent 
to the whispered comments upon himself as a mere man of 
pleasure, Beailo seated himself upoa a couch at the western 
extremity dt the tiali. With the elaborate deliberatioa of a 
maa who disdains being hurried by anything whatsoever, he 
took a piece of vellmn from his doublet, on which from time 
to time he traced a few words. Assuming a reclining portion, 
he appeared absorbed in deep study, seemingly unheedf ul of his 
13 
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aorroimdings. Yet a dose observer mi^t have remarked ttiat 
the Chamberlain's gaze roamed unsteadily from one group to 
uiother, until some chance passer-by deflected its course and 
Benilo applied himself to bis ostentatious task more studious^ 
than before. 

** What does the courtier In the parrot-frock? " Duke 
Bernhardt of Saxony, stout, burly, asthmatic, addressed a tall, 
sallow individual, in a rose-coloured frock, who strutted by his 
ride with the air of an inflated peacock. 

John of Calabria gave a sigh. 

" AlasI He writes poetry and swears by the andent Godal " 

" By the ancient Godst " puffed the duke, *' a commendable 
habit I As for his poetry, — the bees Bometimes deporit their 
honey in the mouth of a dead beast." 

" And yet the Philistines solved not Samson's riddle," righed 
the Greek. 

" Ayt And the de^ never ceases to cut wood for liim, who 
wishes to keep the kettle boiling," spouted the duke with an 
irate look at his companion as they lost themselves among the 
throngs. Suddenly a marked hush, the abrupt cessation of the 
former all-pervading hum, caused Benilo to glance toward the 
entrance of the audience hall. As he did so, the vellum rolled 
from his nerrelese hand upon the marble floor. 
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CHAPTER n 

THE PAGBANT IN THE NAVONA 

HE Dian, who had entered the 

hall of audience with the air of 

one to whom every nook and 

comer was familiar, looked what 

he was, a war-worn veteran, 

bronzed and hardened by the 

effect of many campaigns in 

many climes. Tet his robust 

frame and bis physique betrayed 

but slight e^ence of those 

fat^caes and hardshipe which had been the habits of his life. 

Only a tinge of gray through the close-cropped hair, and now 

and then the listless look of one who has grown weary with 

campaigning, gave token that the prime had passed. Li 

repose his look was stem and pensive, softening at moments 

into an expression of intense melancholy and gloom. A long 

black mantle, revealing traces of prolonged and has^ travel, 

covered his tall and stately form. Beneath it gleamed a dark 

suit of armour with the dull sheen of dust covered steel. His 

helmet, fashioned after a dragon with scales, wings, and fins of 

wrought brass, resembled the headgear of the fabled Vildngs. 

This personage was Margrave Ecldiardt of Heissen, com- 
mander-in-chief of the German hosts, Great Warden of the 
Eastern March, and chief adviser of the imperial youth, who 
had been entrusted to his care by his mother, the glorious 
Empress Theophano, the deeply lamented consort of Emperor 
Otto n of Saracenic renown. 

IS 
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The door through which he catered revealed a company ai 
the imperial body-guard, stationed without, in gilt-mail tunics, 
armlets and greaves, their weapon the formidable mace, sor- 
mounted by a dckle-shaped halberd. 

The deep hush, which had fallen upon the assembly on 
Eckhardt's entrance into the hall, had its atgoificance. If the 
Romans were IncUned to look with favour upon the youthful 
son of the Greek princess, in whose veins flowed the warm 
blood of the South, and whose sunny disposition boded little 
danger to their jealously guarded Uberties, their sentiments 
toward the Saxon general had little in common with their 
evanescent enthudasm over the " Wonder-child <tf the World." 
But if the Romans loved Eckhardt Utile, Eckfaardt loved the 
Romans less, and he made no effort to conceal bis contempt for 
the mongrel rabble, who, unable to govern themselves, chafed 
at eveiy form of government and restraint. 

Perhaps in the countenance of none of those assembled in 
the ball of audience was there reflected such intennty of sur- 
prise on beholding the great leader as there was in the face trf 
the Grand ChamberUun, the olive tints of whose cheeks had 
faded to ashen hues. His trembling hands gripped the carved 
back of the nearest chair, while from behind the powerful 
frame of the Patridus Ziazo he gazed upon the countenance 
of the Haigiave. 

The latter had approached the group of ecclesiastics, who 
formed the nucleus round the venerable Archbishop of Cre- 
mona. 

" What tidings from the king ? " queried the patriarch 
of Christendom. 

Eckhardt knelt and kissed Lidtprand's proffered hand. 

" The Saint has worked a miracle. Within a fortnight 
Rome will once more greet the King of the Germans." 

fflghs of relief and mutterings of gUdness drowned the reply 

of the arcblnshop. He was seen to raise his hands in dloit 

i6 
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prayer, and the deep hush letumed anew. Other groups 
pulled eagerly forward to learn the import of the tidings. 

The voice at Eckhardt now sounded curt and distinct, as he 
addressed Archbishop Heribert of Cologne, Chancellor of the 
Holy Roman Empire. 

" If the God to whom you pray or your patron-saint, has 
•odowed yon with the divine gift of persuasion, — use it now 
to prompt your king to leave this accursed land and to return 
beyond the Alps. Roman wiles and Roman fever had well- 
ni^ claimed another victim. My resignation lies in the hands 
of the King. Hy mission here is ended. I place your sovereign 
in your hands. Keep him safe. I return to the Eastern 
arch." 

Exclamations of surprise, chiefly from the German element, 
the Romans listening in sullen silence, rose round the com- 
mander, like a sullen squall. 

Eckhardt waved them back with uplifted arm. 

" The king requires my sernces no longer. He refuses to 
listen to my counsel! He despises his own country. His sun 
rises and sets in Rome. I no longer have his ear. His conn- 
sellOTB are Romans I The war is ended. My sword has grown 
rusty. Let another bear the burden I — Z return to the Eastern 
March r* 

During Eckhardt's speech, whose curtness barely cloaked 
the gri^ of the commander over a step, which he deemed 
inevocable, the pallor in the features of the Grand Chamber- 
Iain had deepened and a strange light sh<me in his eyes, as, 
remote from the general's scrutiny, he watched and listened. 

The German contingent, however, was not to be so easily 
reconciled to Eckhardt's declaration. Bernhardt, the Saxon 
duke, Duke Bnrkhardt of Suabia, Count Tasulo of Bavaria 
and Count Lndeger of the Palatinate united their protests 
against a step so fatal in its remotest consequences, with the 
nsolt that the Margrave turned abruptly upon his heels, 
17 
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strode from tha haU of audience, and, passing tlirougb the 
nmk and file of the imperial guard, found himself on the crest 
of Uonnt Aventine. 

Evening was falling. A solemn hush held enthralled the 
pulses of the imiverse. A dazzling glow of gold swept the 
western heavens, and the chimes of the Angelus rang out from 
untold cloisters and convents. To southward, tha towering 
summits of Soiactj glowed in sunset gold. The dazzling 
sheen reflected from the marble city on the Palatine proved 
almost too blinding for Eckhardt's gaze, and with quick, 
detennioed step, be began his descent towards the city. 

At the base of the hill his progress suffered a sudden 
check. 

A procesdon, weird, strange and terrible, hymning di^e- 
like the words of some solemn chant, vith tibe eternal refrain 
" Miserere I Miserere I " wound round the shores of the Tiber. 
Four files oi masked, black spectres, Iheir heads engulfed in 
black hoods, wooden crucifixes dangling from the^ necks, 
carrying torches of resin, from which escaped floods of red- 
dish light, at times obscured by thick black smoke, marched 
solemnly behind a moak, whose features could but vaguely 
be discerned in the tawny glare of the funereal light. 
]To phantom procesdon at midnight could have Inspired the 
popular mind ^th a terror so great as did this brotherhood of 
Death, more terrifying tlian the later monks and ascetics of 
Zurbaran, who so paraded the frightfuMess oi nocturruil 
visions in the pure, unobscured Ught of the sun. In num- 
bers there were approzinutely four hundred. Their supe- 
rior, a tall, gaunt and terrible monk, escorted by bis acolytes, 
held aloft a large bbick erudfiz. A fanatic of the iron 
type, whose austerity bad won him a wide ascendency, the 
monk Cypiianus, bis cowl drawn deeply over bis face, strode 
before the brotherhood. The dense smoke of their torches, 
hanging motionless in the still air of b^[h noon, soon obscured 
18 
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the monkB from view, even before the last echoes of thdr 
■ombre chant had died avay. 

Without a fixed purpose in his mind, save that of obaerring 
the temper of the populace, Eckhardt permitted himself to be 
swept along vith the crowds. Idlers mostly and InqnisitiTe 
gapers, they constituted the characteristic Roman mob, always 
swarming wherever there was anything to be seen, however 
trifling the cause and insignificant the attraction. They were 
those who, not choosing to work, lived by brawls and sedition, 
the descMidants of that uproarious mob, which in the latter 
days of the empire filled the upper rows in theatre and circus, 
the descendants of the rabble, whose suffrage no Caesar was 
too proud to court in the struggle against the free and freedom- 
loving remnants of the aristocracy. 

But there were f ordgn elements which lent life and contrast 
to the picture, elements which in equal ntunber and profo^on 
no other city of the time, save Constantinople, could offer to 
the bewildered gaze ct the spectator. 

Moors from the Western Caliphate of Cordova, Saracens 
from the Kdlian conquest, mingled with white-robed Bed- 
ouins from the desert; Greeks from the Morea, Byzantines, 
Epirotes, Albanians, Jews, Danes, Potes, SUvs and Magyars, 
Lombards, Burgundians and Franks, Sidlians, Neapolitans 
and Venetians, brightened by the contrast of speech, manner 
and garb the Afrriing kaleidoscoi^c effect of the scene, while 
the powerful JTortbem veterans of the German king thrust 
their way \rith brutal contempt through the dregs ai Romulus. 

After ha'ring extricated himself from the motley throngs, 
Eckhardt, continuing his course to southward and foQo\ring 
the Leonine wall, soon found himself in the barren solitudes of 
Trastevere. Here he slackened his pace, and, entering a 
cypress avenue, seated himself m a marble bench, a relic ot 
antiquity, offering at once shade and repose. 

Here be fell into meditation. 
19 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

Three years had elapsed rince the death of a young and be- 
loved wife, who had gone from him after a brief but mysterious 
iUnesSibafflingtheskillof thephysicians. In the ensiung solitude 
he had acquired grave habits of reflection. This day he was in 
a more thoughtful mood than common. This day more than 
ever, he felt the void which nothing on earth could fill. What 
availed his toils, his love of country, his endurance of hardahipB ? 
What was he the better now, in that he had marched and 
watched and bled and twice conquered Rome for the empire? 
What was this ambition, leading him up the steepest paths, 
by the brinks of fatal precipices? He scarcely knew now, 
it was so long ago. Had Ginevra lived, he would indeed have 
prized honour and renown and a name, that was on all men's 
lips. And £ckliardt fell to thinking of the bright days, what 
the vety skies seemed fairer for her presence. Time, who heals 
all sorrows, had not alleviated his grief. At his urgent request 
be had been relieved td his Roman command. The vety name 
of the city was odious to him since her death. Appointed to 
the office of Great Warden of the East and entrusted with the 
defence of the Eastern border lands against the ever-recuning 
invasions of Bulgarians and Magyars, the fonnidabte name of 
the conqueror of Rome had in time faded to a mere memory. 

Not so in the camp. Hen said he bore a charmed existence, 
and indeed his counsels showed the forethought and caution 
of the skilled leader, while bis personal conduct was remarkable 
for a reckless disregard of danger. It was observed, though, 
that a deep and abiding melancholy had taken posaesdon of 
the once free and easy commander. Only under the piessuis 
of imminent danger did he seem to brighten into his former 
self. At other times he was ^ent, preoccupied. But the 
Germans loved their leader. They discussed him by their 
watch-fires; they marvelled how one so ready on the field 
was so sparing with the wine cup, liow the general who could 
stop to fill his Itelmet from the nmning stream ttnder a stoim 
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of arrows and javelinB and drink composedly with a jest and a 
smile coold be so backward at the revels. 

In the year 996, Crescentius, the Senator of Rome raised the 
standards of revolt, expelled Gregory the Fifth and nominated 
■ rival pontiff in the infamous John the ^zteenth. Otto, then 
a mere youth of sixteen summers, had summoned his hosts to 
the rescue of his friend, the rightful pontiff. Reluctantly, and 
only moved by the tears of the Empress Theopbano, who 
placed the child king in his care and charge, Eckhardt had 
resumed the command of the invading army. Twice had he 
pat down the rebellion of the Romans, reducing Crescentius 
to the state of a vassal, and meting out terrible punishment 
to the hapless usurper oi the tiara. After recrosdng the Alps, 
he had once more turned his attention to the bleak, sombre 
forests of the North, vrbea the imperial youth was seized with 
an unconquerable desire to make Rome the capital of the 
empire. Neither prayers nor persuasions, neither the threats 
of the Saxon dukes nor the protests of the electors could shake 
Otto's indomitable will. Eckhardt was again recalled from the 
wilds of Poland to lead the German host across the Alps. 

Meanwhile increasing rumours of fbt impending End of lime 
began to upheave and disturb the minds. A mystical trend of 
ttionght pervaded the world, and as the MiUemilum drew 
nearer and nearer pilgrims of all ages and all stages began to 
journey Rome-ward, to obtain forgiveness for their tins, and 
to die mthin the pale of the Church. At first he ledsted the 
strange malady of the age, which slowly but irresistibly at- 
tacted every order of sodety. But Its morbid influences, 
seconded by the memory of his past happiness, revived during 
his last journey to Rome, at hut threw Eckhardt headlong into 
tiie dark waves of monaBticism. 

Ihiring tiw present, to his mind, utterly purposeless ex- 
pedition, it had seemed to Eckhardt that there was no other 
salvation for the loneliness in his heart, save that which 
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beamed from the dismal gloom of the cloister. At other times 
a mighty terror of the great looeBomeness of monastic life 
nized him. The pulMB of life began to throb strangely, sui^g 
as a great wave to his heart and threatening to precipitate him 
anew into the shifting scenes of the world. Yet neither mood 
endured. 

(Hnerra's image had engraved itself upon his heart in lines 
deep as those which the sculptors trace tai ivory with tools 
reddened vith fire. Vainly had he endeavoured to cloud its 
memory by occupying Ms mind with matters of state, for the 
love he felt for her, dead in her grave, inspired him with secret 
terror. Blindly he was groping throu^ the labyrinth for a 
cloe — It is hard to say: " Thy will be done." 

Pasting over the sharp, sudden stroke, so numbing to his 
aenees at the time, that a long interval had to elapse, ere he 
woke to its fall agony; passing over the subsequent days of 
yearning, the nights of vain regret, the desolation which had 
laid waste his life, — Eckhardt pondered over the future. 
There was somettiing ever wanting even to complete the dull 
torpor of that remgnation, which philosophy inculcates and 
common sense enjoins. In vain he looked about for some- 
tiiing on which to lean, for something which would lighten his 
existence. The future was cold and gray, and with spectral 
fingers the memories (tf the past seemed to point down the dull 
and cheerless way. He had lost himself in the labyrinth of life, 
rince her guiding hand had left him, and now bis soul was 
racked by c<mflicting emotions; the de^re for the peace of a 
recluse, and the longing for such a life of action, as should 
temporarily drown the vcdces of anguish hi his heart. 

When he aroee Rome was bathed in the crimson after glow 
of departing day. The Ilber presented an aspect of peculiar 
tranquillity. Hundreds <rf boats with many-coloured sails and 
fantastically decorated prows stretched along the banks. 
Barges decorated witii streamers and flags were drawn up 
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along the qiutb and whaifs. The massiTe giay ramparts of 
Castel San Angelo glowed in the rich colonis of sunset, and high 
in the aznie himg motionless the great standard, with fbt marble 
hones and the flatning torch. 

Retracing lus steps, Eckhardt soon found himself in the 
heart of Rome. An almost endless stream of people, recruiting 
themselves from all clans and classes, flowed steadily through 
tb» ancient Viu. Sacra. EquaUy dense crowds enlivened the 
Appian Way and the adjoining thoroughfares, leading to the 
Forum, bt fbe NaTOna, then enjoying the distinctltni of the 
foshiooable promenade of the Roman nobility, the throngs 
were densest and a vast array of vehicles from the two-wheeled 
chariot to the Byzantine lectica thronged the aristocratic 
thoroughfare. Seemingly interminable procesdons di^ed 
the multitudes, and the sombre and funereal chants of pilgrims 
and penitents resounded on every tide. 

Pressing imward step for step, Eckhardt reached the arch of 
Titus; thence, leaving the fountain of Heta Sudans, and the 
vast ruins of the Flavian Amphitheatre to the right, he turned 
into the street leading to the Caelimontana Gate, known at this 
date fay the name of VitL di San Giovanni in Laterano. Here 
the human congestion was somewhat relieved. Some patrician 
chariots dashed up and down the broad causeway; graceful 
riders galloped along the gravelled road, while a motley crowd 
of pedestrians loitered leisurely along the sidewalks. Here a 
group of young nobles thronged round the chariot of some 
woman of rank; there, a grave, morose-looking scribe, an 
advocate or notary in the cloister-like habit of his profession, 
pushed his way through the crowd. 

While slowly and aimlessly Eckhardt pursued his way 
through the shifting crowds, a sudden shout arose In the 
Havona. After a brief interval it was repeated, and soon a 
strange procession came into dght, which, as the German 
leader pwceived, had caused the acclamation <m the port of 
23 
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tbe pMple. In ord«r to avoid th« unvelcome stai« of the 
Homan rabble, EckhanJt lowered his vizor, choosing his point 
of observation upon some crumbled fragment of antiqaitf, 
whence he might not only new the approaching pageant, but 
at the same time survey his surroundings. On one side were 
tiw thronged and thickly built piles of the andent city. On the 
opposite towered the Janiculan hill with its solitary palaces and 
immense gardens. The westering sun illumined the distant 
magniflcuice of the Vatican and suffered the gaze to expand 
even to the remote sweD of the Apeimines. 

The procession, which slowly woimd its way towards the 
point where Eckhardt had taken his station, conusted of some 
twelve chariots, drawn by snow-white steeds, which chafed 
at the bit, reared on their haunches, and otherwise betrayed 
tiirir rehictance to obey the hands which gripped the rein — 
ib» hands ot giant Africans in gaudy, fantastic liveiy. 
The inmates of these chariots consisted of groups of young 
women in the flower of beauty and youth, whose scant airy 
garments gave them the appearance of wood-nymphs, playing 
on quaintly shaped lyres. While renewed shouts of applause 
greeted the procession of the New Vestals, as they styled them- 
selves in defiance of the trade they plied, and the gaze of the 
Qiousands was riveted upon them, — a new commotion arose 
in the Navona. A shout of tenor went up, the crowds swayed 
backward, spread out and then were seen to scatter on both 
sides, revealing a chariot, harnessed to a couple of fiery Berber 
steeds, which, having taken fright, refused to obey the driver's 
grip and dashed down the populous thoroughfare. With 
every moment the speed of the frightened nnitniiiB increased, 
and no hand was stretched forth from all those thousands to 
check their mad career. The driver, a Nubian in fantastic 
livery, had in the frantic effort to stop their onward rush, been 
thrown from his seat, striking his head against a curb-stone, 
where he lay dazed. Here some were fleeing, others stood 
M 
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gaping on the steps of houses. Still othere, with a ciy of warn- 
ing followed in the wake of the fleeting steeds. Adding to the 
dismay of the lonely occupant of the chariot, a woman, magnif- 
icently airayed in a transparent garb of bladi gossamer-web, 
emfarcridered with silver stars, the reins were dragging on the 
ground. Certain death seemed to stare her in the face. Though 
apprehensive of immediate destruction she disdained to appeal 
for assistance, courting death rather than owe her life to 
the despised mongrel-rabble of Rome. Despite the terrific 
speed of the animaU she managed to retain over her face the 
veil of black gauze, which completely enshrouded her, though 
it revealed rather than concealed the magnificent lines of her 
. body. Eckhardt fixed his straining gaze upon the chariot, as it 
approached, but the sun, whose flaming disk just then touched 
the horizon, blinded him to a degree which made it impossible 
for him to discern the features of a face supremely fair. 

For a moment it seemed as if the frightened steeds were 
about to dash into an adjoining thoroughfare. 

Breathless and spellboimd the thousands stared, yet there 
was none to risk his life in the hazardous effort of stopping the 
blind onrush of the maddened steeds. Suddenly they changed 
tb»r course towards the point where, hemmed in by the densely 
congested throngs, Eckhardt stood. Snatching the cloak from 
his shoulders, the Ifargrave dashed through the living wall of 
hmuanity and leaped fearlessly in the very path of the snorting, 
onmshing steeds, ^^th a dexterous movement he flung the 
dark cover over their beads, escaping instantaneous death only 
by leaphig quickly to one nde. Then dashing at the bite he suc- 
ceeded, alone and unaided, in stopping the terrified animals, 
though dragged along for a considerable space. A great shout 
of applause went up from the throate of those who had not 
moved a hand to prevent the impending disaster. Unmindful 
of this popular outburst, Eckhardt held the frightened steeds, 
which trembled in every muscle and gave forth ominous anortii 
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until the driver staggered along. Half dazed from bii 
fall and bleeding profusely from a gash in the forehead, the 
Nubian, almost fr^tened out of his wits, sdzed the lines and 
resumed his seat. The steeds, knowing the accustomed hand, 
gradually quieted down. 

At the moment, when Bckhardt tamed, to gain a glimpse of 
the occupant of the chariot, a shriek dose by caused him to turn 
his head. The procession of the New Vestals had come to a 
sudden stand-still, owing to the blocking of the thoroughfare, 
through which the runaway steeds hod dashed, the clearing 
behind ttiem having been quickly filled up with a human wall. 
During this brief pause some indi^dual, the heraldry of whose 
armour denoted him a Roman baron, had pounced upon one of 
tin chariots and seized one of its scantily clad occupants. 
The girl had uttered a shriek of (Usmay and was struggling to 
free herself from the ruffian's dutches, while her companions 
vainly remonstrated with her assailant. To hear the shriek, 
to turn, to recognize the cause, and to pounce upon the Soman, 
were acts almost of the same moment to Eckhardt. Clutching 
the gjrl's assailant by the throat, without knowing in whose 
defence he was entering the contest, he thundered in accents 
of such unmistakable authority, as to give him little doubt of 
the alternative : " Let her go I " 

'Vnth a terrible oath, Gian Vltelozzo released his victim, 
who quickly remounted her chariot, and turned upon his 
assailant. 

" Who in the name of the foul fiend are you, to interfere 
with my pleasure? " he roared, almost bedde himself with rage 
as be perceived his prey escaping his grasp. 

Through his closed visor, Eckhardt regarded the noblemen 
with a contempt which the hitter instinctivdy felt, for he paled 
even ere his antagonist spoke. Then approaching the baron, 
Eckhardt whispered one word into his ear. Vltelozzo's cheeks 
turned to leaden hoes and, trembling lilie a wlupped cur, he 
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sltmk away. The crowds, upon witnessing the noble's dismay, 
broke into loud cheers, some even went so for as to kiss the hem 
of Eckhardfs mantle. 

Shaking himself free of the despised rabble whose numbers 
had been a hundred times sufBcient to snatch his prey from 
Vitelozzo and his entire clan, Eckhardt continued upon his 
way, wondering whom he had saved from certain death, and 
whom, as be thought, from dishonour. The processloo of 
the New Vestals had disappeared in the haze of the distance. 
Of the chariot and its mysterious inmate not a trace was to be 
seen. Wthout heeding the conmients upon his bravery, 
unconscious that two eyes had followed his every step, since he 
left the imperial palace, Eckhardt slowly proceeded upon his 
way, until he found himself at the base of the Palatine. 
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CHAPTER m 

ON THE PALATINB 

HE moon was riaing over tba 
distant Alban hills, when Eck- 
bardt began his ascent. Row and 
then, he paused on a spot, which 
offered a particularly striking 
view of the city, repo^g in the 
fading lig^t of day. No sound 
broke the solemn stillness, save 
the tolling of convent-bells on 
remote Aventine, or the sombre 
chant ot pilgrims before some secluded shrine. 

Like the ghost of her former self, Rome seemed to stretch 
interminably into the ever deepening purple haze. 

Colossal watch-towers, four-cornered, massive, with twin- 
like steeples and crenelated ramparts, dominated the ^ew on 
all ndes. Their shadows fell afar from one to another. Here 
and there, conspicuous among the houses, loomed up the 
wondrous structures of old Rome, sometimes ^gly, sometimes 
in thickly set groups. Beyond the walls the aqueducts pursued 
their long and anuous path-ways through the Campagna. 
The distant Alban bills began to shroud their undulating 
summits in the sloiriy rising mists of evening. 
What a stupendous desolation time had wrought! 
As he slowly proceeded up the hill, Eckbardt beheld the 
Palatine's enormous structures crumbled to ruin. The high- 
spanned vaulted arches and partitions still rested on their firm 
foundations <rf Tophus stone, ttieir ruined roofs supported by 
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maniTe pillars, broken, [derced and creviced. Sssidandent in 
the but glow of departtng day towered high ths imperial 
palaces of Augustiu, Tiberitu and Domitiaii. The Septizonitim 
of Alazandar Severus, still well preserved in its seven stories, 
bad been converted into a feudal stronghold by Alberic, chief 
of the Optimates, while Caligula's great piles of stone rose high 
and dominating in the evening air. The Jovian temples were 
still standing close to the famous tomb of Romulus, but the old 
tdnmphal course was obstructed with filth. In crescent shape 
here and there a portico was visible, shadeless and long de- 
prived of roofing. High towered the Coliseom's stately ruiiu; 
Circus and Stadium were overgrown with bushes; of the baths 
of Diocletian and Caracallo, tmce magnificent and impoong, 
only ruins remained. Crumbling, weatherbeaten masonry 
ctmfronted the eye on every turn. Endless seemed the tangled 
maze of crooked lanes, among which loomed a temple-gable 
green with moss or a soUtary column; an architrave resting 
on marble columns, looked down upon the huts (rf poverty, 
Nero's golden palace and the Basilica of Hazentias lay in 
rains; but in fba ancient Forom temples were still standing, 
their slender columns pointing to the skies with th^ ornate 
Corinthian capitals. 

The Rome of ttie Millennium was indeed but the phantom 
of her own past. On all sides the eye was struck with Inex- 
orable decay. Where once triumphal arches, proud, erect, 
witnessed pomp and power, crnmbling piles alone recorded 
the memory of a glorious past Great fragments strewed the 
virgin-soil of the Via Sacra from the splendid arch of Con- 
stantine to ttie Capitol. The Roman barons had tamed the 
old Roman biuldings into castles. The Palatine and the ad- 
joining Coelian hill were now lorded over by the powerful 
house of ttie Fierieoni. Crescentius, the Senator of Rome, 
claimed Pompey's theatre and the Uausolenm of the Emperor 
Hadrian, Castel San Angelo; in the waste fields of Campo 
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Kftirio ttie CavalU had seized the Mausoleum of Ausiutut; 
the Aventine was claimed by the Romani and Stefaneschi; the 
Stadium of Domitian by tba Maaidmi. La the Fora of Trajan 
and Herva Uie Conti had ensconced themselves; the theatre 
of Harcellus was held by the Caetani and the Guidi ruled in 
the tomb of IfotelluB. 

There was an Inezpreesible charm in fba sadness of this 
desolation which chimed strangely with Eckhardt's own life, 
now but a memory of its former self. 

It was a wonderful night. Scarce a breath (rf air stirred the 
dying leaves. The vault of the sky was unobscured, arching 
deep-bine over the higher rising moon. To wmthward the 
beacon fires from the Tor dl Vergera blazed like a red star low 
down in the horizon. Wrapt in deep thought, Eckhardt followed 
the narrow road, vending his way through a wilderness cS 
broken arches and fallen porticoes, through a re^on studded 
with convents, dusters and the ruins of antiquity. Gray mists 
began to rise over housetops and vineyards, through which at 
intervals the Tiber gleamed like a yellow serpent in the moon- 
Ught. Near the Rlpetta long spirals of dark smoke curled up 
to the azure night-sky and the moon cast a glory on the colossal 
statue of the Archangel Michael, where it stood on the gloon^ 
keep of Castel San Angelo. The rising night-wind rustled in 
organ-tones among the cypress trees; the fountains murmured, 
and in a dlvery haze tin moon hung over the Numbering 
city. 

Slowly Eckhardt continued tiie ascent of the Palatine and 
he bad scarcely reached the summit, when out of the ruins 
there rose a shadow, and he found himself face to face vrith 
Benilo, the Grand Chamberlain. 

** By St. Peter and St. Paul and all tb» saints X can re- 
member t" exclaimed the latter, "is it Eckhardt, the Hai- 
grave, or his ghost? But no matter which, — no man more 
WBlc<mul " 
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" I am but myself," replied Eckhordt, as he grwp«d the 
proffered hand. 

" Litde did I hope to meet you here," Benilo continued, 
regarding Eckhardt intently. ** I thought yon far away 
amtmg the heathen Poles." 

" I hate the Romans so heartily, that now and Qien I love 
to remind them of my presence." 

" Ay I Like Timon of Athens, you would bequeath to them 
your last fig-tree, that they may hang themselves from its 
branches," Benilo replied with a smile. 

** I should require a large orchard. Is Rome at peace? " 

" The burghers wrangle about goats* wool, the monks 
gamble for a human soul, and the devil stands by and watches 
the game," replied Benilo. 

" Have you surprised any strange rumoniB during my ab- 
sence ? " questioned Eckhardt guardedly. 

" They say much or littie, as you will," came the enigmatic 
reply. " I have heard your name from the lips of one, who 
seldom speaks, save to ill purpose." 

Eckhardt nodded with a grim smile, while he fixed his eyes 
on his companion. Slowly they lost themselves in the wilder- 
ness of crumbling arches and porticoes. 

At last Eckhardt spoke, a strange mixture of mirth and 
irony in his tones. 

" But your own presence among these ruins ? Has Benilo, 
the Grand Chamberlain become a recluse, dwelling among 
flitter mice and jack-daws 7 " 

" I have not sipped from the fount of the mystics," Benilo 
replied. " But often at the hour of dusk I seek the solitudes ot 
the Palatine, which ctume so strangely with my wurd fancies. 
Here I may roam at will and without restraint, — here I may 
revel in the desolation, enlivened only now and then by the 
shrill tones of a shepherd's pipe; here I may ramble undis- 
turbed among the ruins of antiqui^, pondering over the 
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ancitnt greatness of Rome, pondering over the mighty that 
have fallen. — I have jiut completed an Ode — all but the 
final stanzas. It is to greet Otto upon his return. The Arch- 
bishop of Cologne announced the welcome tidings of the 
fajng's convalescence — truly, a miracle of the saint! " 

Eckhardt had listened attentively, then he remarked drily: 

" Let each man take his own wisdom and see whither it wiU 
lead him. Otto is still puimiing a mocking phantom under the 
ruing of crumbled empires, but to find the bleached bones ot 
some long-forgotten Caesar) Truly, a worthy cause, in which 
to brave tiie danger of AIjHne snows and avalanches — and 
the fever of the Uaremmas." 

" We both try to serve the King — each in his way," Benilo 
replied, contritely. 

Eckhardt extended his hand. 

" Yon are a poet and a philosopher, I am a soldier and a Ger- 
man. — I have wronged you in tiiought — forgive and forget! " 

BenUo readily placed his hand in that of his companion. 
After a pause Eckhardt continued: 

" Ky business in Rome touches neither emperor nor pope. 
Once, t too, wooed the fair Siren Rome. But the Siien proved a 
Vampire. — Rome is a chamel house. — Her caress is Death." 

There was a brief silence. 

" ms three yeaiB since last we strode these walks," Eck- 
hardt spoke again. " What changes time has wrought) " 

" Have the dead brought you too back to Rome? " queried 
Benilo with averted gaze. 

« Even so," Eckhardt replied, as he strode by Benllo's 
tide. " The dead I Soon I too shall exchange the garb of the 
world for that of the cloister." 

The ChamlwTlain stared aghast at his companion. 

'* You are not serious 7 " he stammered, with well-fdgned 
surprise. 

Eckhardt nodded. 

33 



Digmzefl by Google 



ON THE PALATINE 

** The pcut is known to yoal " he npHed with a heavy eigh. 
" Knee she has gone from me to the dark beyond, I have 
itriven for peace and oblivion in every form, — in the tunnoil 
of battle, before the Bhrises of the Saints. — In vain I I have 
striven to tame this wild pasmon for one dead and in her grave. 
But this love cannot be strangled as a hon ia Btrangled, and the 
skill of the mightiest athlete avails nothing in such a struggle. 
The p(Hnt of the arrow has remained in the wound. Madness, 
to wander for ever about a grave, to think eternally, fatefuUy 
of one who cannot see yon, cannot hear you, one who has left 
earth in all the beauty and splendour of youth." 

A pause ensued, during which nether spoke. 

They walked for some time In silence among the gigantic 
nins of the Palatine. Like an alabaster lamp the moon hung 
in the luminous vault of heaven. How peacefully fair beneath 
the star-sprinkled violet sky was this deserted region, bordered 
afar by tall, spectral cypress-trees whose dark outlines were 
clearly defined against the mellow luminance of the ether. 
At last Eckfaardt and his companion seated themselves on the 
ruins of a shattered portico, which had once formed the en- 
trance to a temple of Satumus. 

Each seemed to be occupied with his own thoughts, when 
Eckhardt raised his head and gazed inquiringly at his com- 
panion, who had likewise assumed a listening attitude. 
Through the limiHd air of the autumnal night, like faint 
echoes from dream-land, there came softly ^brating harp- 
tones, mingled with the clash of tinkling cymbals, borne aloft 
from distant groves. Faint ringing chimes, as of silver bells, 
succeeded these broken harmonies, followed by another clash 
of cymbals, stormily persistent, then dying away on the evanes- 
cent breezes. 

A strange, stifling sensation oppressed Eckhardt's heart, as 

he listened to these bells. They seemed to remind him of 

tidngs which had long passed out of his life, the peaceful 
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I^IUga-chlmeB is his far-away Saxon land, tlie brief dream of 
the happy days now for ever gone. But hark I had he not heard 
these sounds before? Had they not caressed his ears on the 
night, when accompanying the Idng from Aix-la-Chapelle 
to MersAurg, they passed ttie fateful Hoerselberg in Thuringia? 

Edihardt made the sign of the cross, but Uie question 
ridng to his lips wu anticipated by Bmilo, who pcnnted 
towards a remote region of the Aventine, just as the peals of 
the chiming bells, softened by distance Into indistinct tremulous 
harmonies, and the clarion clearness of the cymbals again 
smote the stillness with th^ stnmgely luring clangour. 

" Yonder lies the palace of Theodora," Benilo remarked 
indillerentiy. 

Eckhardt listened iritb a strange sensation. 

He remembered the pageant he had witnessed In the Navcnut, 
the pageant, from whose more minute contemplation he had 
been drawn by the incident with Gian Vitelozzo. 

" Who is the woman 7 " be questioned with some show of 
interest 

" Regarding that matter there Is conmderable speculation," 
replied Benilo. 

*' Have you any theory of your own ? " 

The Chamberlain shrugged bis shoulders. 

" Heard you ever <rf a remote descendant of Marozia, still 
Uving in Italy 7 " 

" I thought they had all been strangled long ago." 

" But if there were one, deem you, that the harlot-blood 
which flowed in the veins (tf her mother and all tiie women of 
her house would be sanctified by time, a damp convent-ceQ, 
and a rosary 7 " 

" I know nothing ot a surviving limb of that lightning- 
blasted trunk.** 

** TM not the direct line oi Karoria end with John ZI, 
whom she succeeded in pladng in the chair of St. Peter, en 
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Bbo heiself was banished to a conveat, wben ahe <Ued 7 ** 
questioiMd Benilo. 

■< So it is leportedl And tlds wonian^ name ia? " 

"TlieodDial " 

" You imow her ? " 

Benilo met Eckhardt's gaze unflinchingly. 

" I have visited her circle," he replied indifferenUy. 

Eckhardt nodded. He undeistood. 

Dexterously chan^g the subject Benilo continued after 
a pause. 

** li you had but some heart-felt pasdon, to relieve your 
melancholy; if you could but love somebody or something," he 
spoke sympathetically. " Truly, it was never destined for the 
glorious career of Et^Jiardt to end behind the bleak walls of a 
cloister." 

Eckhardt bowed his head. 

** Philoeophy is useless. Strange ailments require strange 
cures." 

For some time they gazed in silence into the moonlit night. 
Around them towered colossal relics of ancient grandeur, 
shattered walls, naked porticoes. WUdemesaes <tf broken 
arches stretched intonuimibly into the bluish haze, amidst 
woods and wild vegetation, which had arisen as if to reassert 
their ancient possessions of the deserted site. 

At last Eckhardt spoke, heaitetingly at first, as one testing 
his ground, gradually with firmer purpose, which seemed to 
go straight to the heart of his companion. 

" There is much about Ginevra's sudden death that puzzles 
me, a mystery wliich I have in vain endeavoured to fathom. 
The facts are known to you, I can pass them over, dark as 
everything seems to me at this very moment. So quickly, so 
mysteriously did she pass out of my life, that I could not, would 
not trust the testimony of my senses. I left the house on the 
Coriian hill (m that fateful night, and though I felt as if my 
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•yes wera btmting from my head, they did not shed a tingle 
tear. Where I went, or what I did, I coold not tell. I walked 
about, as one buimnbed, dazed, as it Bometimes happnu, 
when the clearing stroke of an iron mace falls upon one's 
hehnet, deafening and blinding. This I lemember — I passed 
the bridge near the tower of Hona and, ascending the Borgo, 
made for the gate of San Sebastian. The monks of Delia 
Regola soon appeared, walking two by two, accompanied by 
a train of acolytes, chanting the Miserere, and bearing the 
coffin covered with a lai^ pall of black velvet." 

Eckhardt paused, drawing a deep breadi. Then ha continned, 
slowly: 

" All this did not ronse me from the lethargy which had 
benumbed my senses. Only the one thought possessed me: 
Snce we had bean severed in life, in death at least we could be 
united. We were both journeying to the same far-off laud, 
and the same tomb would give us repose together. I followed 
the monks with a triumphant bat gloomy joy, feeling myself 
already transported beyond the barriers of life. Ponte Sisto 
and Trastevere passed, we entered San Pancra^o." 

There was another pause, Benilo listening intently. 

" The body placed in the chapel, prior to the performance of 
the last rites," Eckhardt continued, " I hurried away from the 
place and wandered all night round the streets like a madman, 
ready to seek my own destruction. But the hand of Providence 
withheld me from the crime. I cannot describe what I suffered ; 
tiie agony, the despair, that wrung my Inmost lieart. X could 
no longer support a life that seemed blighted with Ou curse of 
heaven, and I formed the wildest plans, the maddest resolutions 
in my whirling brain. For a strange, terrible thought had sud- 
denly come over me. I could not beUeve that Ginevra was 
dead. And the longer I pondered, the greater became my 
anxiety and fear. Late in the night I returned to the chapel. 
I knelt in the shadow c£ the vaulted arches, leaning against 
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fb» wall, wiiile the monks chanted the Requiem. I heard tiie 
* Beqaiescat in Pace,' I saw them leave the chapel, but I 
remained alone in the darkness, for there was no lamp save ttie 
lamp of the Virgin, At this moment a bell tolled, ^le sacristan 
who was making fbo rounds through the church, preparatory 
to closing, passed bj me. He saw me, without recogniring 
who I was, and said : ' I close the doors.' * I shall remain,' I 
answered. He regarded me fixedly, then said : ' You are bold I 
I will leave the door ajar — stay, if you will! ' And without 
speaking another word he was out. I paid little heed to him, 
though his words had strangely stirred me. What did he mean ? 
After a few moments my reasoning subsided, but my deter- 
mination grew with my fear. Everything being still as the 
grave, I approached the coffin, cold sweat upon my brow. 
Removing the paU which covered it, I drew my dagger which 
was strong and sharp, intending to force open the lid, when 
Boddeniy I felt a stinging, benumbing pain on my head, as 
from Qm blow of a cudgel. How long I lay unconsdous, I 
know not When after some days I woke from the swoon, the 
numks had raised a heavy stone over Ginevra's grave, during 
the night of my delirium. I left Rome, as I thought, for ever. 
But strange mi^vings began to haunt my sleep and my waking 
hours. Why had they not permitted me to see once more the 
tact I had so dearly loved, ere they fastened down for ever the 
lid of the coffin? Tis true, they contended that the ravages of 
the fever to which she had succumbed had precipitated the 
decomposition oi her body. Still — the more I ponder over her 
death, the more restless grows my soul. Thus I returned to 
Rome, even against my own msh and mil. I will not tarry 
long. Perchance some light may beam on the mystery wUch 
has terrified my dreams, from a source, least expected, though 
so far I have in vain sought for the monk who conducted the 
last rites, and whose eyes saw what was denied to mine." 
There was a dead ^ence, which lasted for a space, until it 
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grew almost painful in its inten^ty. At last Banilo 
spoln. 

" To ntoin to the night of her interment. Was there no 
one near you, to dispel those dread phantoms which maddened 
your brain ? " 

« I had Boffeied no one to remain. I wished to be alone with 
my grief." 

" But whence the blow ? " 

" The masons had wrenched away an iron bar, in walling 
up the old entrance. Had the height been greater, I would 
not be here to tell the tale." 

Benilo drew a deep breath. He was ghastly pale. 

** But your purpose in Rome? " 

*< I will find the monk who conducted the last rites — I irill 
have speech with BTllus, the hermit. If all else fails, the dtrister 
still lemains." 

" Let me entreat you not to hasten the irrevocable step. 
Neither your king nor your country can spare Uielr illustrious 
leader." 

" Otto has made his peace with Rome. He has no further 
need of me," Eckhardt replied with tdttemess. " But this I 
promise. I shall do nothing, until I have had speech with the 
holy hermit of Gaeta. Whatever he shall enjoin, thereby will 
I abide. I shall do nothing hastily, or ill-advised." 

They continued for a time In silence, each wrapt in his own 
thoughts. Without one ray of light beaming on his course, 
Eckhardt beheld a thousand vague and shadowy Images 
passing before his eyes. That subterranean love, so long 
crouched at his soul's stairway, had cUmbed a few steps 
higher, guided by some errant gleam of hope. The weight of 
tba impossible pressed no longer so heavily upon him, dnce he 
had lightened his burden by the long withheld confesdon. 
The vertigo of fatality had seized him. By a succession td 
irregolfti and tamible events he believed himself hurried tty- 
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vaids tlu nid of hla goal. A mighty wave had lifted him op 
and bore him onward, 

"Whither?" 

From the distance, borne aloft on tite vinga of the nlght- 
vind, came faintly the chant of pilgrims from secluded shrines 
on the roadway. Eckhardt's mind was made op. He would 
seek inius, the hermit. Perchance he would point out to him 
the road to peace and set at rest the dread misgivings, which 
tortured him beyond endurance. This boon obtained, what 
mattered all else? The End of Time was nigh. It would solve 
all mysteries which the heart yearned to know. 

And while Benilo seemed to muse in silence over the strange 
tale which his companion had poured into his ear, ttie latter 
wdghed e resolve which he dared not even breathe, much less 
confide to human ear. Truly, the task required of KUus was 
great. 

At hut Eckhardt and Benilo parted for the night. Eckhardt 
went his way, pondering, and wondering what the morrow 
would bring, and Benilo returned among the ruins of flie 
Palatine, where he remained seated for a time, staring up at 
the starry night-shy, as if it contained the solutim of all 
that was dark and inBcmtable in man's eilstance. 
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THE WANTON COURT OF THBODOBA 

STRANGE reatlessness had seized 
the Chamberlain, after his meet- 
ing with tlie German com- 
mander. The moon illumined 
the desolate region ^th her 
white beams, dividing the silent 
avenues into double edged lines 
of silvery white, and bluish 
shadows. The nocturnal day 
^th its subdued tints disguised 
and mantled the desolation. The mutilated columns, 
the roofs, crumbled beneath the torrents and thunders 
of centuries, were less conspicuous than when seen in the 
clear, merciless light of the sun. The lost parts were 
completed by the half tints of shadows; only here and there 
a brusque beam of light marked the spot, where a whole edifice 
had crumbled away. The silent genii of Night seemed to have 
repaired the ancient ci^ to some representation of fantastic 
life. 

As he hurried along the slopes <tf the Mil, Benilo fancied at 
times that he beheld vague forms, lurUng In the shadows; 
but they seemed to vanish the moment he approached. Low 
whisperings, an undefined hum, fioated through the dlence. 
First he attributed the noises to a fiuttering in his ears, to the 
dghing of the night-wind or to die flight of some snake or 
lizard through the nettles. In nature all things live, even 
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deadi; all things make themselTes beard, even ailonce. H«Tei 
before had Benilo felt such an iuvoluntaiy tenor. Once or 
twice he precipitately changed lus course, faunying dovn 
some narrow lane, between desolate looking rows of houses, 
low and ill-favoured, whose inmates recruited themselves from 
the lowest types of the mongrel population erf Rome. 

At the Agiippina below the bridge of Nero he paused and 
gave a sigh erf relief. The phantoms seemed to have vanished. 
ITo breath of life broke the stillness. As on a second Olympus 
the marble palaces of the Caeaars towered on the summit of the 
Capitoline hill, glistening white in the ghostly moonUght. 
Below, the Tiber sent his slug^sh waves down toward Ostia, 
rocking the fleet of numberless boats and barges which swung 
lazily at their moorings. 

Benilo found himself in a quarter of Rome which had been 
abandoned for centuries. Ruins of temples and porticoes 
were strewn in the waste which he traversed. Here at least 
he could breathe more freely. No one was likely to surprise 
his presence in these solitudes. The superstition of the age 
prevented the Romans from frequenting the vale between 
Mounts Aventine and Testaccio after dark, for it was believed 
to be the abode of evil spirits. 

As the Chamberlain made his way through the wilderness of 
fallen columns, shattered porticoes, and tangles of myrrh and 
acanthus, the faint clash of cymbals, like the echo of some 
distant bacchanalia, fell upon his ear. A strange fitful melody, 
tiffing and falling with weird thrilling cadence, was borne upon 
the perfumed breezes. 

He had not advanced very far, when through an avenue of 
tall spectral cypress trees he emerged upon a smooth and level 
lawn, shut in by black groups of cedar, through the entwined 
branches of which peeped the ralver moon. 

Traver^g a broad marble terrace, garlanded with a golden 
wealth of orange treesand odorous oleanders, Benilo approached 
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a lottf building, suirounded at some distance by a mU of die 
height of half-grown palms. A great gate stood ajar, iriiich 
appealed to be closely guarded. Leaning against one of the 
masrive pillars which supported it, stood an African of giant 
stature, in scarlet tunic and white turban, who, turning hia 
gleaming eyeballs on Benilo, nodded by way of salutation. 
Entering the forbidden grounds, the Chamberlain found himself 
in a spacious garden which he traversed with quick, elastic 
step, as one familiar with the locality. 

As Benilo advanced under the leafy branches, swaying In 
melancholy relief against the blue-green sky, the aght <rf 
thousands of coloured lamps hanging in long festoons from 
tree to tree first caused him to start and to look about. A 
few moments later he was walking between quaintly clipped 
laurel and yew-bushes, which bordered the great avenue 
starred with semi-circular lights, where brona and marble 
statoes held torches and braziers of flame. 

Sounds of joy and merry-making fell upon his ear, causing 
a frown, like a black shadow, to flit over his face, deepening 
by stages into ill-repressed rage. £a whichever manner the 
dark prophecies concerning the HUlenniom may have affected 
the Romans and the world at large, it was quite evident they 
disturbed not the meny circle assembled in the great hall 
beyond. 

At last Benilo found himself at the entrance of a vast cir- 
cular hall. The picture which unfolded itself to his gaze was 
like a fairy fantasy. Gilded doors led in every direction Into 
vast corridors, ending in a peri-style supported by pillars. 
These magnificent oval halls admitted neither the Ught of day 
nor the season of the year. The large central hall, at tlw 
ttueshold of which Benilo stood, rehiring the spectacle 
before him, had no windows. Silver candelabra, perpetually 
burning behind transparent curtains of sea-green gauze 
diffused a jewel-like radiance. 
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And here, in the drowsy warmth, lotms^ on divans of 
velTflt, their feet sunk in costly In^an and Per^an carpets, 
drinkiag, gosidpiug, and occasionally bursting into fitful 
snatches of song, revelled a company ot distinguished men, 
richly clad, representatiTes ci the most excluidTe Roman 
society of the time. They seemed bent upon no other purpose 
save to enjoy the pleasure of the immediate hour. Africans in 
fimtastic attire carried aloft flagons and goblets, whose crys- 
talline sheen reflected the crimson glow of the spicy 
Cyprian. 

Benilo's arrival had not been noticed. In the shadow of 
the entrance he viewed the brilliant picture with its changing 
tints, its flash of colour, its glint of gold, the enchanting 
women, who laughingly gosdpped and chatted with their 
guests, freed from the least restraint in dress or manner, thus 
adding the last spark to the fire of the purple Chianti. But as 
he gazed round the circle, the shade ol ^pleasure deepened 
in Benilo's countenance. 

Bembo, the most renowned wit in the seven-hilled city, 
had just recited one of his newest and most poignant epigrams, 
qnring neither emperor nor pope, and had been rewarded 
1^ the loud applause of his not too critical audience and a 
smile from the Siren, who, in the absence of the hostess, 
seemed to pre^e over that merry dxcle. With her neck and 
shoulders half veiled in transparent gauze, revealing rather 
than concealing the soft, undulating lines of her supple body 
and arms, her magnificent black hair knotted up at the back 
of her head and wreathed with ivy, Rozane smiled radiantly 
from the seat of honour, which she had usurped, the object 
of mad desire of many a one present, of eager admiration 
to all. A number of attendants moved quickly and noiselessly 
about the spacious hall, decorated with palms and other 
tropical plants, while among the revellers the conversation 
grew more lively every moment. 
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In th« shadow of the great door Beiulo paused and listened. 

" Where is the Queen of the Groves ? " Roffredo, a dissolute 
youth, questioned his neighbour, who divided his attention 
between the fair nymph by his side and the goblet which 
trembled in his hands. 

" Silence I " replied the personage to whom the young 
noble had addressed himself, with a meaning glance. 

Roffredo and the giil by his ^e glanced in the direction 
indicated by the speaker. 

" Benilo," replied the Patridan. " Is he resptmuble for 
Theodora's abstmce 7 " 

Oliverotto uttered a coarse laugh. 

Then he added with a meaning glance : 

" I will enlighten jrou at some other time. But is it true 
that yon have rescued some errant damsel from Vitelozzo's 
clutches ? Why do you not gladden our eyes with so chaste a 
morsel 7 " 

Rofih:edo shrugged bis shoulders. 

" Who knows, whether it was the vulture's first ^sit to the 
dove's nest 7 " he replied with a disgusting smile. " 'TIS not 
a matter of much consequence." 

Benilo heard the lie and the empty boast. He hated the 
prating youth for reasons of his own, but cared not to inter- 
fere at this stage, unconscious that his presence bad been 
remarked. 

" Is she fair 7 " questioned ttie girl by Roffredo's mde. 

" Some might coll her so," replied the latter. 

The girl pouted and raised the goblet to her lips. 

** Reveal her name to usl " croaked Bembo, who, though 
at some distance, had heard every word of the discourse. 
" And I will f orthirith dedicate to her five and twenty stanzas 
oo her virtue! " 

" Who spoke the fatal word 7 " laughed Rozane, who 
pretided over the circle. " What is amusing you so much, 



Digmzefl by Google 



WANTON COURT OF THEODORA 

you andont irine-cask? " She then turned to the poet, ^oae 
xather prosaic circumference well justified the epithet. 

"The old theme — women 1 " cnmked Bembo good- 
hnmouredly. 

"Forget itl" shouted Roffredo, draining his goblet. 
"Bather than listen to your tirades, they would grasp the 
red hot hand of the devil." 

" Ah 1 We live in a sorry age and it behooves us to think 
of the end," Rozane sighed with a mock air of contrition, 
which called forth a general outburst of mirth. 

** You are the very one to ponder over the most convenient 
mode of exit into the beyond," sneered the Lord of Gravina. 

" What have we here 7 " rasped Bembo. " Who dares to 
speak of death in this assembly ? " 

" Hay, we would rather postpone the option till it finds us 
face to face with that villainous concoction you served us, 
to make us forget your more villainous poetry," shouted 
Oliverotto, hobbling across the hall and slapping the poet on 
the back. " I knew not that Roman soil produced so vile 
vintage I" 

" Twas Lacrymae Christi," remonstrated Bembo. " Would 
you have Ambrosia with every epigram on your vileness ? " 

" Kay, it was Satan's own brew," shrieked the baron, his 
voice strident as that of a cat, which has swallowed a fish 
bone. 

And Oliverotto clinked his goblet and cast amorous glances 
right and left out of small vratery eyes. 

Bembo regarded him contemptuously. 

" By the Cross I You are touched up and painted like a 
wenchi Eveiytiiing about you is false, even to your wltl 
Beware, fair Rozane, — he is ogling you as a bullfrog does the 
stars I " 

At this stage an intennezzo interrupted the l^ht, bantering 

tone irf conversation. A curtain in the background parted. A 
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twvy of black haired j^Is entond tha hall, dressed in aii; 
gowns, which revealed every line, every motion of their bodies. 
They encircled the guests in a mad wbiil, inclining themselves 
first to one, then to the other. They were led by one, garbed 
aa Diana, with the crescent moon upon her forehead, her black 
hair streaming about the whiteness of her statuesque body lib 
dark sea-waves caressing marble cliffs. Taking advantage at 
this stage oi the entertainment Benilo crossed the vast hall un- 
noticed and sat apart from the revellers in gloomy dlence, 
listening with ill-concealed annoyance to the shouts of lau^ter 
and the clatter of irritating tongues. The characteristic wanton- 
ness of his features bad at this moment given place to a look 
ot weariness and suffering, a seemingly unaccustomed expres- 
sion ; it was a look of longing, the craving of a pas^on tm- 
satisfled, a hope beyond his hope. Hany envied him for his 
fame and profligacy, others read in his face the stamp cd sul- 
len cruelty, which vented itself wherever resistance seemed 
useless; but there was none to sound his present mood. 

Benilo had not been at his chosen spot vary long, when some 
one touched him on the shoulder. Looking up, he found 
himself face to face with an individual, wrapt in a long mande, 
the colour of which was a curious mixture of purple and brown. 
His face was shaded by a conical hat, a quaint combinatioa 
of Byzantine helmet and Norse head-gear, being provided 
with a straight, sloping brim, which made it impossible to 
scrutinize his features. This personage was Hezilo, a wander- 
ing miuEtrel seemingly hailing from nowhere. At least no 
cme had penetrated the mystery which enshrouded him. 

" Are you alone insensible to the charms of ttiese? " And 
Benilo*s interlocutor pcnnted to the whirling groups. 

" I was thinking of one who is absent," Beiulo replied, 
relapsing into his former listless attitude. 

" Why not pluck the flowers that grow in your path, waiting 
but your will and pleasure? " 
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BuiUo dwched his hands till the nails mrs btuiod in tbt 
aesh. 

" Have 70a ever heard of an Eastern dn%, whidi miiron 
Paiadise before your senses ? " 

Hezilo shook his head. ** What of it ? " 

** He who becomes its victim is doomed inetrievmbly. 
While onder its balefal spell, he is happy. Deprive him of 
it and the horrors of hell are upon him. No resti Ho peacel 
And like the flend addicted to the drug is the thrice accursed 
wretch who loves Theodora." 

Efozilo regarded the Chamberlain strangely. 

** Benilo deploring the inconstancy of woman," be said 
vrith noiseless laugh. Then, beckoning to one of the attend- 
ants, he took from the salver thus offered to him a goUet, 
irtiich be filled with the dark crimson wine. 

" Drink and forget," he cried. " You will find it even better 
than your Eastern drug." 

Benilo shook his head and pushed away the proffered 
wine. 

" Your advice comes too late I ** 

For a moment neither spoke. Benilo, buded with his own 
thoughts, sat listening to the boisterous clamour of the revellers, 
while the harper's gaze rested unseen upon him. 

After a pause he broke the silence. 

" How chanced it," be said, placing his hand affectitmatoly 
on the other's sbotilder, " that Benilo, who has broken aU 
ten f-ft mtnjiniitnf ^Titi^ and, withal, hearts untold, Benilo, who 
could have at his feet every woman in Rome, became vroman's 
prey, her abject slave? That he is grovelling in the dust, where 
he might be lord and master? That he whines and whimpers, 
where he should command? " 

Benilo turned fiercely upon his interlocutor. 

" Who dares say that I whine and whimper and grovel at 
her feet? Fools alll On a mountain pass the trip is ea^er 
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dovn than upl Knov yoo what it means to love a woman 
with mad consuming passion, bat to be cast aside for some 
blatant ass, to catch a few cnimbs of favour tossed in one's 
face? Men like that rhyming zebra Bembo, who angs of Ion, 
which he has never felt." 

" Still you have not answered my questuHi," said the harper 
with quiet persistence. " Why are you the slave where you 
should be the master? Theodora is whimsical, heartless, 
cruel; still she is a woman." 

" She is a devil, a heartless beautiful devil who grinds the 
hearts of men beneath her feet and laughs. Sometimes she 
taunts me till I could strangle her — ah 1 But I placed myself 
in the demon's power and having myself broken the compact 
which bound me to her, body and soul — from ttie lord I 
was, I have sunk to the slave I am, — yon see, I speak free 
from the heart, what little she has left of it." 

The harper nodded. 

** Why not leave Rome for a time? " he said. " Your 
absence might soften Theodora's heart. Your sins, whatever 
they were, ml! appear less glaring in the haze of the 
distance." 

Benilo looked np like an infuriated tiger. 

" Has she appointed you my guardian? " he laughed 
harshly. 

" I have had no words with her," replied the harper. " But 
one with eyes to see, cannot help but sound your ailment." 

The Chamberlain relaxed. 

** The drug is in the blood," be replied wearily. 

" Then win her back, if you can," said the harper. 

Benilo Clenched his hands while he glared up at the other. 
" It is a game between the devil and despair, and the devil 
has the deal." 

" A losing game for you, should either win." 

Benilo nodded. 
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" I know iti Tet one single vord would make me master 
vfaere I am Uie slave." 

" And you waver? '* 

" Silence I " growled Beidlo. " Tempt me no morel " 

Their discourse at this point was rudely interrupted hy 
the clamour of the guests, bent upon silencing Bembo's exuber- 
ance, whose tongue, like a ribbon in the wind, fluttered inces- 
santiy. He bore himself with the airs of some orator of 
antiquity, rolling his eyes until they showed the whites beneath, 
and beating the air with his short, chubby arms. 

" If Bembo is to be believed there is not in all Rome one faith- 
ful wife nor one innocent girl," roared the lord of Bracciano, 
a burly noble who was balancing a dainty dancer on his knee, 
while she held his f&un-like head encircled with her arms. 

" Pah 1 " cried Guido da Fcrmo, a baron whose chief merit 
consisted in infesting the roads in the Patrimony of St. Peter. 
" There are some, but they are scarce, remarkably scarce I " 

" Make your wants known at the street comers," exclaimed 
RotFredo, taking the cue. " And I wager our fair Queen would 
be the first to claim the prize." 

And the young Patrician whose face revealed traces of 
grossest debauchery gazed defiantly round the hall, as if 
challenging some one to take up the gauntlet, if he dared. 

" Be careful 1 " whispered the girl ffelida, his companion. 
« Benilo is looking at you I " 

RofFredo laughed boisterously. 

" Theodora's discarded lover? Why should I muffle my 
speech to please Us ear? " 

The ^1 laughed nervonsly. 

" Because the tongue of a fool, when long enough, is a 
rope to hang him by, — and he loves her still I " 

" He loves her still," drawled the half-intoiicated Patrician, 
tiunii^ his head toward the spot where Benilo sat listening 
■viiQi flaming eyes. ** The impudence! " 
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And he staggered to his feet, holding aloft the goblet vith 
one hand, while the other encircled the body of the dandng 
{^1, who tried in vain to silence him, 

" mi jfonr goblets," he shouted, — " flU your gobleti foil — 
to the brim." 

He glanced round tb» hall with insolent bravado, while 
Benilo, who had not lost a word the other had spoken, leaned 
forward, his thhi lipt straightening in a hard wUte line* 
while h^ narrowing eyelids and his trembling hands attested 
his pent np ire loader than words. 

" A toast to the abeent," shrieked Roffredo. " A toast to 
the most beautiful and Oie most ^rtuous woman in Rome, a 
toast to ^ " 

He paused for an instant, for a white-cheeked face dose 
to his, whispered: 

** StopI On your life be silent! " 

But Roffredo paid no heed. 

He whirled the crystal goblet round his head, spilling some 
of the contents over the girl, who shrank from it, as from 
an evil omen. The purple (^lianti looked like blood on her 
white skin. 

" To Theodora I " shouted the drunken youth, as all except 
Benilo raised their goblets to join in the toast. " To Theodora, 
the Wanton Queen, whose eyes are aglow with hell's hot 
fire, whose scarlet lips would kiss the fiend, whose splendid 
arms would embrace the devil, were he passing fair to look 
nponl " 

He came no further. 

" Hay lightning strike yon in your tracks I " Benilo howled, 
insane with kntg suppressed rage, as he huried a heavy de- 
canter he had snatched from the board, at the head of the 
offender. 

A shrill outcry, dying away into a moan, then into silence, 

the crash of broken flagons, a lifeless form gliding from bis 
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paralyzed arms to the floor, roused Roffredo to the reality of 
what had happened. The heavy decanter having missed its 
aim, had strui^ the girl ITelida squarely in the forehead, and 
the dark stream of blood which flowed over her eyes, her face, 
her neck, down her arms, her airy gown, mingled with the purple 
wine from the Patrician's spilled goblet 

It was a ghastly sight In an instant pandemonium reigned 
in the hall. liie painted women shrieked and rushed for 
safe^ behind columns and divans, leaving the men to 
care for the dying girl, whom Bembo and Oliverotto tenderly 
lifted to a divan, where the former bandaged the terrib^ 
gashed head. 

While he did so the poor dandng ^1 breathed her 
last. 

The awful sight had effectually sobered Benilo. For a mo- 
ment the drunken noble stared as one petrified on the deed he 
had wrought, then the sharp blade of his poniard hissed fnmi 
its scabbud and with a lutlf smotheied ontcty of fuiy he 
flew at Roffredo's throat. 

" This is your deed, you lying curl " be snarled into the 
trembling youth's face, whom the catastrophe had completely 
unnerved and changed into a blanched coward. *' Retract 
your lying boast or I'll send you to hell ere you can utter a 
Pater-Hosterl " 

With the unbounded fury of a maniac who has broken 
his chains and against whose rage no mortal strength may 
cope, Benilo brought Roffredo down on the floor, where he 
knelt on his breast, holding his throat in a vice-like grip, 
which choked any words the prostrate youth might endeavonr 
to speak. 

Tla terror of the deed, which had cast its pall over the 

merry revellers, and the suddenness of the attack on Roffredo 

had so completely paralyzed those present, that none came to 

the rescue ot the prostrate man, who vainly struggled to extrl- 
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cate himself from his opponent's dutches. His eyes abiaze 
vith rage, Benilo had set the point of his dagger against the 
chest of his 'victim, whom now no power on earth seemed 
able to save, as liis cowardly associates made no effort to stay 
the Chamberlain's hand. 

He who had seen Benilo, in the palace on the Aventine, 
composing an ode in the hall of audience, would have been 
staggered at the complete transformation from a diplomatic 
courtier to a fiend incarnate, his usually sedate features dis- 
torted with mad passion and rage. A half-choked outcry of 
brute fear and despair failed to bring any one to the prostmte 
boaster's aid, most of those present, including the women, 
thronging round the dead girl Helida, and Roffredo's fate seemed 
sealed. But at that moment, something happened to stay 
Benilo's uplifted hand. 
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THE WAQBR 

T the moment when Benilo bad 

raised his poniard, to drive it 
thiongh his opponent's heart, the 
diaphanous curtains di^ding the 
great hall from the rest of the 
buildings were flung aside and 
in the entrance there appeared 
a woman like some fierce and 
majestic fuiy, who at a 
moment's glance took In the 
whole scene and its import. Her manner was tiiat 
of a queen, of a queen who was wont to bend all men to her 
slightest caprice. Every eye in the large hall was bent upon 
her and every soul felt a thrill of wonder and admiration. 
The ivory pallor of her face was enhanced by the dark gloss 
of her raven hair. The slumbrous starry eyes were meant to 
hold the memories of a tiiousand love-thoughts. A dim 
suffused radiance seemed to hover like an aureole above her 
dazzling white brow, crowning the perfect oval of her face, 
adorned with a clustering wealth of raven-black tresses. 
She was arrayed in a black, 8ilk-«mbroidered diaphanous 
robe, the most sumptuous the art of the Orient could supply. 
Of softest texture, it revealed the matchless contours of her 
form and arms, of her regal throat, heightening by the con- 
trast the ivory sheen of her satin-skin. 

Bot those eyes which, when kindled with the fires of love, 

might have set marble aflame, vreie blazing with the torches of 
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wrath, B8 looking round the hall, she darted a nrift Inqniring 
glance at the chief offenders, one of whom could not have 
Bpoken had he mahed to, for Benilo was fairly strangUng hdm. 

The rest of the company had inatinctiTely turned their faces 
towards the Queen of the Groves, endeavouring at the same 
time to hide the sight of the dead girl from her eyes by doeely 
surrounding the couch, with their backs to the ^ctim. But 
their consternation as well as the very act betrayed them. 
From the struggling men on the floor, Theodora's gaze turned 
to the affrighted company and she half guessed the truth. 
Advancing towards her guests, she pushed th^ imfd^rtng 
forms a^de, raised the cover from the dead ^ri irith the 
bloody bandage over the still white face, bent over it quickly 
to kiss the dark, silken hair, then she demanded an account of 
the deed. One of the women reported in brief and concise 
terms what had happened before ^ arrived. At the right of 
this flower, broken and destroyed, Theodora's anger seemed for 
a moment to subside, like a trampled spark, before a great pity 
that rose in her heart. In an instant the whole company 
rushed upon her vrith excited gestures and before the Babel of 
jabbering tongues, each striving to tell his or her story in a 
vcnce above the rest, the Fniy returned. 

Theodora stamped her foot and conunanded silence. At the 
sight of the woman, Benilo's arms had fallen poweriessly by his 
ride and Roffredo, taking advantage ctf an nnwatched moment, 
had pushed the Chamberlain off and staggered to his feet. 

" Whose deed ia this? " Theodora demanded, holding alcrft 
the covering of the couch. 

" It was my accursed luck I The decanter was intended for 
this l^ng cur, whose black heart I ^U wrench out of his 
body I" 

And Benilo pointed to the shrinking form of Roffredo. 

" What had he done? " 

" He hod insulted youl " 
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" That provee his counga I ** Bhs replied with a withering 
glance of contempt. 

Then she beckoned to the attendants. 

" Hare the girl removed and sununon Uie Greek — though 
I fear if is too late." 

There was a ring of r^^ret in her tones. It vanished bs 
qnicklj' as it had come. 

The body of ITelida, the dancing girl, was carried away 
and the guests resumed their seats. Rozan6 had reluctantly 
abandoned her usurped place of honour. A quick flash, a 
silent challenge passed between the two women, as Theodora 
took her accustomed seat. 

."A glass of wine I " she commanded imperiously, and 
Roffredo, reassured, rushed to the nearest attoidant, took a 
goblet from the salver aiLd presented It to the Queen trf die 
Groves. 

" Ah! Thanks, Roffredol So It was you who Insulted me 
in my absence? " she said with an undertone of irony in 
her voice, which had the rich sound of a deep-toned bell. 

" I said you would embrace the devil, did he but appear 
in presentable countenance I " Soffredo replied contritely, 
but with a ^dous side glance at Benilo. 

An ominous smile curved Theodora's crimson lips. 

" The risk would be slight, dnce I have kept company with 
each of you," she replied. " And our ^rtuous Benilo took 
up the gauntlet ? " 

Her low voice was soft and purring, yet laden -with tba 
poison sting of irony, as through half -closed lids she glanced 
towards the Chamberlain, who sat apart In moody silence like 
a spectre at the feaat. 

Benilo scented danger in her time and answered cautiously: 

" Only a coward will hear the woman he loves reviled with 
impunity." 

Theodora bowed with mock courtesy. 
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** If yoa wiBli to honoor me vi& this confessioti, I care as 
little for the one u the other. From yom temper I judge 
soma innocent dove had escaped your vulture's talons." 

Benilo met the chaUenge in her smouldering look and 
answered with assumed indifference : 

" Your spies have misinformed you 1 But I am in no mood 
to constitute the target of your jests I " 

" There is but one will which rules these halls," Theodora 
flashed out. " U obedience to its mandates is distasteful to 
you, the gates'aie open — spread your pinions and fly away) " 

She flung back her head and their eyes met. 

Benilo turned away, uttering a terrible curse between his 
clenched teeth. 

There was a deep hush in the hall, as if the spirit of the 
dead giri was haunting the guests. The haips played a plaintive 
melody, which might indeed have stolen from some hearth 
of ashes, when stirred by the breath of its smouldering spark, 
like phantom-memories from another world, that seemed to 
call to Theodora's inner consciousnesB, each note a foot-step, 
leading her away beyond the glint and glitter of the worid 
that surrounded her, to a garden of purity and peace in the 
dim, long-forgotten past, Theodora sat in a reverie, her 
strange ejres fixed on nothingoesB, her red lips parted, disclodng 
two rows of teeth, small, even, pearly, while her full, white 
bosom rose and fell with quickened respiration. 

" The Queen of the Groves is in a penuve mood to-night," 
sneered the Lord of Bracciano, who had been engaged in 
mentally weighing her charms against those of RozanJ. 

Theodora sighed. 

" I may well be pendve, for I have seen to-day, what Z 
had despaired of ever again beholding in Rome — can you 
guess what it is? " 

Shouts of laughter broke, a jarring discord, harshly upon 
her speech. 
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" We an perishing with curiosity," ihouted, as with one 
Tfuce, the debauched nobles and their feminine companions. 

" bi the name of pity, save oar lives I " begged a ^1 nearest 
to Theodora's seat. 

" Can yon guess? " the Queen of the Groves repeated 
rimply, as she gazed round the assembly. 

All sorts of strange answers were hurled at the throne of 
the Queen of the Groves. She heeded them not. Perhaps 
she did not even hear them. 

At last she raised her head. 

Without commenting on the guesses of her guests, she 
said: 

" I have seen in Rome to-day — a man 1 " 

Benilo squirmed. The rest of the guests laughed harshly 
and Bembo, the Poet asked with a vapid grin : 

" And is the sight so vrondrous that the Queen of Love tits 
dreaming among her admiiers like a Sphinx in the African 
deeert? " 

" Had he horns? " shouted the Lord of Bracciano. 

" Or a cloven hoof? " cried OUverotto. 

" What was he like? " sneered a third. 

Theodora turned upon her questioners, a dash of scorn in 
her barbed reply. 

*' I speak of a man, not reptiles like you — you all I " 

** Mercy, oh queen, mercy I" begged the apoplectic poet, 
amid the ncnsy clamour of bis jeering companions. But 
heedless of tbdr jabbering tongues Theodora continued ear- 
nesUy: 

** Hot such men as the barons of Rome are pleased to call 
themselves, cowardly, vidous, — beasts, who believe not in 
God nor the denl, and whose aim in life is but to clothe their 
filthy carcass in gaudy apparel and appease the cravings of 
their lust and their greed 1 I speak of a man, something ttie 
meaning of which is as dark to you as the riddle d the ^ihinx." 
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The company gazed at each other in mute bewildeiment. 

Theodora was indeed in a moat Bingiitar mood. 

" Are we not at the Court of Theodora? " shouted the Lord 
of Bracciano, who was experiencing some inconvenience in 
the feat of embracing with his short arms the two women 
between whom he was seated. " Or has some sudden magic 
transported us to the hermitage of the mad monh, who pre- 
dicts the End of Time? " 

" Nay," Benilo spofae up for the first time since Theodora's 
rebuke had silenced him, " perliaps our beautiful Queen of 
Love has in store for her guests just such a riddle as the one 
the Sphinx proposed to the son of Iokast£ — with but a slight 
variation." 

The iUiterate high-bom rabble of Rome did not catch the 
drift of the Patrician's speech, bat the pallor on Theodora's 
cheeks deepened, 

Roxan6 alone turned to the speaker. 

** And the umile? " she asked In her sweet siren-voice, 
tremulous with the desiis to dash with her more beautiful 
rival. 

Benilo shrugged his shoulders, but be winced tmdet Theo- 
dora's deadly gaze. 

" The simile? " he reidied vritb a jarring laugh. " It is this, 
Qiat incest and adultery are as old as the Athenian asses, that 
never died, and that the Sphinx eventually drowned henelf 
in the Aegean Sea." 

Theodora made no reply, but relapsed into her former state 
of thoughtfulness. As she turned from Benilo, her eyes met 
those of RozanC, and again the two women flashed defiance 
at each other. 

Again the laughter of the revellers rose, louder than before. 

" By the Cross," shouted the poet, " the Queen at Love ivUl 
take the veU." 

" Has she chosen the convent, whose nuns she will cause 
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to be caiumized by her e»mplat7 lif« and glorious example/* 
jeered Soxantf. 

" We shall sing a thousand Aves and buy tapers as 
large as her unimpeached Tirtoel " cried another of the 



" I fear one nunnery is damned from chapel to refec- 
tmy," growled Benilo, keeping his eyes on fbe floor, as if 
fearful of meeting those he instinctively felt burning upon him. 

"Slencel " cried Theodora at last, stamping her foot <ni 
the floor, while a glow of hot resentment flushed her cheeks. 
" Tour merriment and clamour only draws the sharper line 
between you and that other, of whom I spoke." 

Rotfredo looked up with a smile of indolence. 

" And who is the demi-god? " he drawled lazify. 

She measured him with undisguised scorn and contempt. 

"The name I The story I " bellowed several individuals, 
rainng their goblets and half siulling their contents in their 
besotten mood. 

In a strange voice, melodious as the sound trf Aeolian harps 
whan the night wind passes over their strings, amid profound 
rilence Theodora related to her assembled guests the incident 
of the runaway steeds in which she hod so prominently figured, 
the chariot having been her own, — ttw occupant herself. 
She omitted not a detail td the stranger's heroic deed, passing 
from her own thrilling experience to Vitelozzo*8 assault upon 
one of the New Vestals, and his discomfiture at the hand of him 
irtio had saved her life. 

" And while your Roman scum hissed and hooted and 
raised not a finger in the girl's defence, her rescuer alone 
braved ^telozzo's fury — I saw him whisper something into 
the ruffian's ear and the mighty lord skulked away like a fright- 
ened cur. By heaven, I have seen a man! " the Queen of the 
Groves concluded ecstatically, disdaining to dwell on her own 
rescue. 
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For a lingering moment there hovered ^lenca on the as- 
sembly. Gradually it gave way to a flutter of questions. 

" Who is lie? " queried <me. 

" What is he like? " shouted another. 

Tlieodora did not heed the questionB. Only her lovely face, 
framed by hair dark as the darkest midnight, had grown a 
shade more pale and pensive. 

Suddenly slie turned to the last questioner, a woman. 

" What was he like? " she replied. " Tall, and in the prime 
oi manhood ; his face concealed by his vizor." 

The woman sighed amorously. The men nodded to each 
other vrith meaning glances. The danger of the convent 
seemed passed. 

Benilo, who during Theodora's narrative had proven an 
ideal listener, of a sudden clenched his fist and gazed round 
for the harper, who sat in a remote comer of the hall. 

Another moment's musing, then the Chamberlain ground 
his teeth together with the fierce detennination to carry out 
at all hazards, what he had resolved in his mind. Theodora 
herself was playing into his bonds. 

" Do you know this incomparable hero, this modem 
Theseus? " he drawled out slowly and with deliberate im- 
pudence, addressing the Queen of the Groves. 

Theodora's gaze was sharp as steel. 

" What is it to you? " she hissed. 

Benilo shrugged bis shoulders disdainfully. 

" Nothing whatever I I also know him I " 

There was something in his tone, which struck the ever- 
watchful ear of Theodora like a danger-knell. 

*' You know him ? " echoed a chorus of voices from every 
part of the great hall. 

He waved back the eager questioners. 

" I know him I " he declared emphatically, then he was 
silent. 

«o 
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Theodora wemed to lum grown iimtoiu. 

" Are you serious? " 

" Never more to I " Benilo rejdied, with a slight peculiar 
hardening of the lips. 

" Is he a Roman? >* cried a voice. 

" AU Romans according to our fair Queen's judgment, ate 
cnis and degenerates," Benilo drairied insulting. 

Theodora nodded. 

** Even 80," she replied coldly. 

" This demi-god, however, is also slightly known to you," 
the Chambeilahi continued, now fairly facing tlie Queen of 
Love, " even though he has not yet found his way to your 
bowers." 

Theodora winced. 

" Why do you taunt me? " she flashed back angrily. 

Benilo heeded her not. Instead oi replying, he addressed 
himself to the company, speaking in a diy, tialf-bantering 
tone, wMe Theodora watched him like a tigress. 

" Once upon a time, the Queen of Love boasted that mortal 
man did not breathe who would resist her charms. How 
there is at this hour one man here in Rome, whom even the 
matchless Theodora dare not summon to her circle, one man 
before whose ' No * her valn-glorlous boast would break like 
a bubble, one man whose soul she may not sap and send to 
helll And this one man is even the hero of her dreams, her res- 
cuer, — the rescuer of a maiden of spotless virtue, the van- 
quisher of a giant I Do I speak truth, divine Theodora? " 

Those who watched the expression on the face of the Queen 
of the Groves marvelled alike at Benilo's audacity <uid the 
startling absence at a passionate outburst on the part of the 
woman. And though the Uood seethed through Theodora's 
veins, the sudden change of front on Benilo's part seemed to 
stagger tier for a moment. It was a novel sensation to see the 
man wbo had heretofore been like clay in the moulder's hands 
6i 
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now daring to flout her oponly and to hold up her wounded 
pride as a target for the jests of those present. It was a novel 
sensation, to find herself puhlicly berated, but the shaft sank 
deep. Theodora's eyes flashed scorn and there was some- 
tlung cruel in her glances. Benilo felt its sting like a whip- 
lash. Bis nerves quivered and he breathed hard. But Iw 
had gone too far to recede. His spirit had risen in arms 
against the disdain of the woman he loved, — loved with a 
passi<n) that seemed to have slept in a tomb for ages and sud- 
denly gathered new strength, like a fire kindled anew over dead 
ashes. 

Acting on a sudden impulse, he raised his head and looked 
at her with a fearlessness which for the moment appeared to 
startle her seU-possesdon, for a deep flush coloured the fairness 
of her face and, fading, left it pale as marble. Still Theodora 
did not speak and the breathless silence which had succeeded 
Benilo's last taunt resemlded the tnninous hush of the heated 
atmosphere before a thunder-dap. So one dared speak and 
the Chamberlain, apparently struck by the sudden stillness, 
looked roimd from the tumbled cushions where he 
reclined. 

" You do not answer my question, fair Theodora," he 
spoke at last, an undertone of mockery ringing through his 
speech. " I grant you power over some weak fools," and 
Benilo glanced round the assembly, litfle caring for the mutter 
which his words raised, " but you will at least admit that there 
is one man in Rome at this very hour, on whom all your charms 
and blandishments would be wasted as a caress on cold 
marble." 

Another deep and death-like pause ensued; then Theodora's 
^very cold tones smote the profound dlence with sharp 
retort, as goaded at last beytmd forbearance by his scoffing 
tone she sprang to her feet. 

" There is not a man in Rome," slw hissed into Benilo'i 
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face, "oot In Italy, not in all the vorld, whom I coald not 
bend to the force of my will. Where I choose, I conquerl '* 

A sardonic laogh broke from Benilo'i lips. 

" And by what means? " 

" Benilo," she flashed forth in withering contempt, " I 
know not what your object is in taunting me — and I care 
not — but by Lucifer, you go too far I Name to me a man in 
Rome, name whom you will, and if I fall to win him in one 
month — " 

" What then? " 

For a moment she hesitated. 

" Name the wager yourself I " 

An ominous sndle curved Benilo*8 Ups. 

" All the wealth I possess against you — as my wifel ** 

She laughed scornfully and shuddered, but did not reply. 

" Are you afraid? " he cried, tauntingly. 

<* What a fate I " she replied with treiodation In her tone. 
" But I accept It, even it I " 

She turned her back on him after a look of such irithering 
contempt as one might cast on some reptile, and took her former 
seat, when again she was startled by his vt^ce. Its mock 
caressing tones caused her to clench her firm white hands 
and bend forward as if tempted to strangle the viper, that had 
dared to place its glittering coils in her path. 

" It now remains but to name the champion, just to prevent 
the wrong bird from fluttering Into fbt nest," said Benilo, 
addresdng the company. 

" The champion I liie champion 1 " tbtj shouted, breathing 
more freely, since the expected lightning <Ud not strike. 

"Fill the goblets I" Benilo exclaimed, and in a moment 
the wine was poured, the guests arose and gathered round the 
central flgurea. 

Benilo raised his goblet and turned to Theodora, wincing 
under her look ot contempt. 

«3 
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**Th0 cbampion is to be my chnce and to be accepted 
unconditionaUji'? " he questioned. 

"Not sol " she flashed forth, half rising from her seat, 
her ^es flaming with wrath. " I would not have my words 
distorted by so fool a thing as you 1 It is to be the rescuer trf 
the girl, he before whom the lord Vltelozzo slunk away like 
a whipped curl You have taunted me with my lack of power 
face to face \rith that one — and that one alone, the 
only man among a crowd of curs I " 

Benilo paused, then he said with a hard, cold sn^ : 

"Agreed I" And he placed the goblet to bis lips. The 
guests did likewise and drank the singuhu' toast, as If it had 
not implied a glaring insult to each present, mduding the me 
who reechoed it 

"And now for his namel" Benilo continued. "Just to 
prevent a mischance." 

The irony of his words and the implied insult cut Theodora 
to the quick. WUh hands tightly clenched as if she would 
strangle her tormentor, she sprang to her feet. 

" I object I " she gasped, almost choked with rage, while her 
startled listeners seemed to lack even voice to vent their 
curiosity before this new and unexpected outburst. 

" I appeal to the company assembled, who has witnessed 
the wager between the Queen of Love and her faithful and 
obedient lover," Benilo sneered, looking round among the 
guests. " How know we, what is concealed under a vizor, be- 
neath a rusty suit of armour? Security lies but in the name of 
the unconscious victim of Theodora's magic, is it not so? " 

The smile on the Chamberlain's countenance caused him to 
appear more repulsive than his former expression of wildest 
rage. But, prompted by an invincible curiotity, the guests 
unanimously assented. 

"Be it sol" gasped Theodora, sinking back in her seat. 
** I care not." 
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Benilo watched her closely, and as he did so be almost 
repented of his hasty wager. Just at that moment his gaze 
met tliat ot the harper, who stood like some dark phantom 
behind the throne of the Queen of the Grores, and the Chamber- 
lain stifled the misglTings, which liad risen within Um. And 
tliough smiling in anticipation of tlte blow he was about to 
deliver, a blow wliich should prove the sweetest balm for the 
misery she had caused him 1^ her disdain, he still wavered, 
as if to torment her to the eztremest limits. Then, with a 
voice audible in the remotest parts of the great liall, he spoke, 
his eye in that of Theodora, slowly emphasizing each title 
and name: 

" Margrave Eckbardt of Heissen, Commander-in-chictf of 
the German hostsl " 

There was tiie silence of death in the hall. 

For a moment Theodora stared fixed and immobile as a 
marble statue, her face pale as death, while a thin stream of 
purple wine, spilled from her tremblii^ goblet, trickled down 
her white, uplifted aim. Then she rushed upon him, and 
knocking the goblet out of his hand, causing it to fall with a 
splintering crash at Benilo's feet, she shrieked till the very walls 
re-echoed the words: 

"You lie! Youliel" 

Benilo crossed his arms over his chest, and, looking squarely 
into the woman's eyes, he repeated in the same accents of 
defiance: 

" Hargrave Eckhardt of Ueissen, Commander-in-chief of 
tbt German hosts.." 

** Again I tell you you lie I You lie I " shrieked the woman, 
now almost beside herself. '* Is there no one among all this 
scum here assembled, to chastise this viper? Hear mel " she 
cried as, affrighted, tiie guests shrank l«ck from her blazing 
eyes and panting breath, while with all the superhuman 
beau^ of a second Medusa she stood among them, and if her 
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gaze eonld faave killed, none would have survived tlw hour. 
" Hear mel Benilo has Ued to you, as time and again lie hai 
lied to met He, erf whom he speaks, is dead, — has died — 
Umg ago I " 

Benilo breathed hard. " Then he has arisen from the dead 
and letumed to earth, — to Rome — "he spoke with biting 
inmy in his tones. " A strange heieditatr disease affecting 
the members of his house." 

When he saw the deadly pallor which covered the woman's 
face, and the terror reflected in her eyes, Benilo continued : 

" And deem you in all truth, sagacious Theodora, that 
a word from the lips of any other man would have caused 
"Vitelozio to release bis prey? Deem you not in your undoubted 
wisdom that it required a reason, even weightier than the blow 
of a gauntleted hand, to accomplish this marvellous feat? 
And, — since you are dumb in the face of these arguments, — 
will you not enlighten us all why Theodora, the beautiful, the 
chaste, would deprive blm (rf the plume, to whom it rightfully 
belongs, — the German conmiander. Margrave Eckhardt of 
Meissen, who risked his life to save that of our beautiful 
queen? " 

Theodora turned upon her tormenter like an animal at bay. 

" I have heard enoughl I will notl The wager is offi " 

And risii^ she prepared to leave the hall without another 
word. 

It would have been difficult for the most pnrfound phydog- 
nomist to analyze Benilo's feellngg, when he saw his purpose, 
his revenge, foiled. Looking up he met the enigmatic gaze of 
the harper resting upon him mth a strange mixture of deiid<n 
and disdain. 

" Stay) " Benilo cried to Theodora as she grasped the cur- 
tain in the act of pushing it aside. He knew if she passed 
beyond it, he had lost beyond retrieve. But she paused and 
turned, mute inquiry and defiance in her look. 
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" The QaMn of tb» Grom has made a wager hafore yon 
an," the Chamberlain shouted, lashing liimself into the rage 
needful to make him cany out his design unflinchingly. 
** After being informed of the person of the champion she has 
repudiated it I The reasons are plain, — the ciiampion is 
beyond her reach! The Queen of the foores is too politic to 
play a losing game, espedaUy when she knows that she is sure 
to iosel The charms of our Goddess are great, but alasl 
There is one man in Rome whom she dare not challenge I ** 

He paused to study the effect of his words upcm her. 

She regarded him mth her icy stare. 

" It is not a question of power — but of my mil I " 

" So be it!" retorted Benilo. "But since the Queen of 
Love has refused my wager for reasons no doubt good and 
efficient, perhaps there is in tliis company one leas pure, one 
less Bcmpulooa, one of beauty as great, who might win, where 
Theodora shuns the risk I Will you take up the gauntlet, 
fair RozanJ, and lure to the Groves, Bckhardt, the general ? " 

" Benilo — beware! " 

Shrill, sharp like breaking glass, like the cry of a wounded 
animal maddened with rage and agony, the outcry seemed 
wrenched from Theodora's white, drawn lips. Her large, 
splendid eyes flashed unutterable sconi upon the Chamberlain 
and her lithe form swayed and crouched as that of a tigress 
about to spring. 

" yfiU Roxan^ take the wager? " Benilo repeated deflandy. 

The anticipation of the on-coming contest caused Rozan^'s 
cheek to blanch. But not to be thought deficient in courage, 
to meet her rival, she replied : 

" Since the Queen of the Groves sirans the test, perhaps I 
might succeed, where — " 

She did not finish the sentence. 

Like a lightning flash Theodon turned from the man, who 

had roused her ire, to the woman who had stung her pride 
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vitb iU-veiled mockety, and wliile she slowly crept towardf 
her opponent, her low voice, tremulous with scorn, stung u 
a needle would the naked flesh. 

" And do you dream that Bckhordt of Meissen has aught 
to fear from you, fair Rozan67 Deem you, that the proud 
Rozantf with all her charms, could cause the general of the 
German host to make one step against his will? " 

For a moment the two women stood face to face, measuring 
each other with deadly looks. 

" And what if I would? " flashed Rozan6. 

Two white hands slowly but firmly encircled her throat. 

" I would strangle you 1 " hissed Theodora, her face deadly 
pale. 

Rozan^'s cheeks too had lost their colour. She knew her 
opponent and she inetinctiTely felt she had reached the limit. 
She gave a little nervous laugh as she drew Theodora's reluctant 
bands from the marble whiteness of her throat, where their 
touch had left a n»y Imprint. 

" I do not \rish your Saxon bear," she said. " If you can 
tame him, we come to his skin I " 

" By Lucifer I " replied the Queen of the Groves, " did I but 
choose to, I would make him forget heaven and hell and bring 
him to my feetl " 

*' How dramaticl " sneered Benilo. " Words are airl We 
want proofs I" 

She whirled upon him. 

" And what will become of the snake, when the hunter 
appears? " 

Benilo paled. For a moment bis arrogance deserted hltn. 
Then he said with an (uninouB scowl: 

" Let the hunter bewarel " 

She regarded him with icy contempt. Then she turned to 
the revellers. 

" ^ce Benilo has dared to cross swords with me," she 
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cried, " though I daii^ him and all erf yoa, I accept the chal- 
lenge, if there is one in this company who will eonfinn that it 
wae Eckhardt who discomfited Vitelozzo." 

From the background iit the hall, where he bad eat a nlent 
listener, there came forward an individual in the gaudy attire 
of a Roman nobleman. He was robust and above the middle 
height, and the lineaments of Ids coaiBe face betrayed pre- 
dominance of brute Instincts over erety nobler sentiment. 

" Vitelozzol Vitelozzol " the guests shouted half amazed, 
half amused. 

The robber-baron nodded as he faced Theodora on the edge 
ot the circle. 

" I have Ustened to your disconise," he snarled curtly. 
" For your oinmons I care not. And as for the skulllon to 
whom I gave in, — out of slieer good will, — ha, bat — 
may the devil pull the boots from his legsl — twas no meaner 
a person than he, at whose cradle the fiend stood sponsor, 
Eckhardt — the general — but I will yet have the girl, 111 
have her yetl " 

And ^th a vigorous nod Vitdozzo took up a brimming 
decanter and transported himself into the bachgroimd whence 
he had arisen. 

His word had dedded the question. 

For a moment there was an intense hush. Then Theodora 
q>oke: 

" Eckhardt td Meissen, the commander of the German 
hosts, shall come to my court! He shall be as one of your- 
selves, a whimpering slave to my evil beauty I I will it, — 
and so it shall bet** 

For a moment she glanced at Benllo and the blood froze 
In his TeinB. Heaven and earth would he have given now to 
have recalled the fateful challenge. But it was too late. For 
a time he tramUed like an aspen. No one knew what he 
had read in Theodora's Hedusa-llke face. 
6» 
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Some of the revellen, belienng the gieat tension relieved, 
now pushed eagerly forward, surrounding the Queen of the 
Groves and piTing her with questione. They were all eager to 
witness a triumph so difficult to achieve, as they imagined, 
that even Theodora, though conscions <d her invincible 
charms, had irinced at the task. 

But the Queen of Love seemed to have exchanged the 
attributes of her trade for those of a Fury, for she turned upon 
them like an animal wounded to death, that sees the hounds 
upon its track and cannot escape. 

"Back I All (d youl " she hissed, raising her arms and 
sweeping them aside. " What is it after all 7 Is he not a 
man, like — nol Not like you, not like yout — Why should 
I care for him? — Perhaps he has wife and child at home : — 
the devils mil laugh the louder I " 

She paused a moment, drawing a deep breath. Then she 
slowly turned towards the cringing Chamberlain. Bei v<rice 
was slow and distinct and every word struck him as the blow 
from a whip. 

" I accept your wager," she said, " and I warn you that I 
will win I y/ra, with all the world, with all your villainy, with 
the Devil himself against me. Eckhardt shall come to the 
Groves I But," she continued with terrible distinctness, "if 
aught befall him, ere we have stood face to face, I shall know 
the hand that struck the blow, were it covered by the deepest 
midnight that ever blushed at your foulness, and 1^ the 
devil, — I will avenge iti " 

After these words Theodora faced those assembled with 
her splendid height in all the glory of her beau^. Another 
moment she was gone. 

For a time deep ^ence succeeded. 

Never had such a scene been witnessed in the Groves. 

Never had the Queen of Love shown herself in so terrible a 

mood. Never had mortal dared to brave her anger, to challenge 
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her wrath. Troly, the end of time miut be nigh when her 
worshippers would dare defy tlie Goddess of the Shrine. 

But after Theodora had disappeared, the strain gradually 
relaxed and soon wore away entirely. With all, save Benilo. 
EUs calm outward demeanour conceded only with an effort his 
terrible apprehensions, as he mixed freely, to divert suspicion, 
with the revellers. These thought the moments too precious 
to waste with idle speculations and sooa the orgy roared anew 
through the great hall. 

Benilo alone had retreated to its extreme end, where he 
allowed himself to drop into a divan, which had just been 
deserted by a couple, who bad been swept away by the whirlit^ 
Bacchanale. Here he eat for some time, his face buried in 
his hands, when looking up suddenly he found himself face to 
face with Hezilo. 

" I have done it," he muttered, " and I fear I have gone too 
far!" 

He paused, scanning the harper's face for approval. 
Its expression he could not see, but there was no shade of 
reproof in the voice which answered : 

" At best you have but erred in the means." 

" I wished to break her pride, to humble her, and now the 
tables are turned j it is I, who am grovelling in the dust." 

" No woman was by such means ever wooed or won," the 
harper replied after a brief pause. " Theodora will win the 
wager. But whether she win or lose, she will despise you for 
ever more I " 

Benilo pressed his hands against his burning temples. 

" My heart is on fire I The woman maddens me with her 
de^dl^h charms, until I am on the verge of deUrium." 

" You have been too pliant! Tou have become her slave I 
Her foot is on your neck 1 You have lost yourself I Better 
a monstrous villain, than a simpering idiot, who whines 
love-ditties under his lady's bower and bellows hia shamo 
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to th« endtuing BtaisI Due to be a man, — despite your- 
self I " 

So absorbed was Benilo in bis own thoughts, that flie biting 
irony of the other's speech was lost upon him. 

He extended his hand to his strange counsellor. 

" It shall be as yon say: The Rubicon is passed. I have 
no choice." 

The stranger nodded, bat he did not touch the proffered 
band. 

At hut the Chamberlain rose to leave the hall. 

The sounds of lutes and harps quivered through the Groves 
of Theodora ; flutes and cymbals, nstnim and tympani mhigied 
Uieir harmonies with the tempest of sound that hovered over 
the great orgy, which was now at its height. The banquet- 
hall whirled round him like a vast architectural nightmare. 
Through the dizzy glare he beheld perspectives and seemingly 
endless colonnades. Everything sparkkd, Ottered, and 
beamed In the light ttf prismatic Irises, that crossed and shattered 
each other In the air. Viewed through that burning haze even 
the inanimate objects seemed to have waked to some fantastic 
representation of life. — But through it all he saw one face, 
supremely fair in its marble cold disdain, — and unable to 
endure tlie sight longer Benilo the Chamberlain rushed out 
into the open. 

In the distance resounded the chant of pilgrims traverung 
the city and imploring the men^ and clemency of heaven. 
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JOHN OF THE CATACOMBS 

VCB outside oS tint pavillink, 

Benilo uttered a ugb of relief. 

He had resolved to act without 

delay. Ere dawn he would be 

assured that he held in his 

giasp the threads of the web. 

There was no time to be lost 

Onward he huiiied, the {diantoin 

of the murdered girl floating 

before his eyes in a purple haze. 

While bearing himself oetentibly in the character of a 

mere man of pleasure, Benilo the Cliamberlain lost no 

opportunity of ingratiating himaelf mtb the many desperate 

spirits who were to be found in the city ready and 

willing to assist at any enterprise, which should tend to 

comidlcate the machine of government. While he rushed into 

every extravagance and pleasure, surpassing the companions 

of his own rank in his orgies, he suffered no symptoms of a 

deeper feeling to escape him, than that of excellence in trifling, 

ttie mne cup, Hie pageant, the pas^g show. It may have 

been a strain td mongrel blood, filtering through his veins, 

which tempered his endurance with the pliancy essential to 

intiigae, a strain that was apparent In the sculptured regularity 

of his features. His movements had the pliant ease, the 

stealthy freedom of the tiger. Had he been caught like HUo, 

he would have writhed himself out of the trap with the shiuous 

pei^Btency of the snake. There was sometlUng snake-like 
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in the small, glittering eyes, the clear smoothness of the skin. 
With all its brightness no wooian worthy of the name but 
would have winced with womanly instincts <^ aversion and 
repugnance from his glances. With all its beauty, none, 
save Otto alone, had ever looked confidingly into his face. 
Jtea turned indeed to scan him approvingly as he passed, 
but they owned no empathy ^th the smooth, set brow, the 
ever present smile in the lips of Benilo the Chamberlain. 

After deliberating upon the conne he was about to pursue 
Benilo approached the shores of the Tiber. Under the cypress 
avenues it was dark, and the air came up chill and damp from 
the stream. A sombre blue over-arched the labyrinth of pillars 
and ruins, of friezes and statues, of groves and glades which 
lay dreaming in the pale light of the moon. Ho other light, 
save the moist glimmer of the stars whose mist-veiled bright- 
nei> heralded the approach of a tempest, fell on the chaos of 
undefined forms. Utter solitude, utter silence prevailed. 
More and more Benilo lost himself in the wilderness of this 
ill-favoured region. 

The shortest way to the haunts of John of the Catacombs, 
of whom he was in Immediate search, lay across the andent 
Alta Semita, where now the "Vja di Porta Pia winds round the 
Quirinal hill. But for reasons of his own the Chamberlain 
chose to make a detour, preferring streets whose deserted 
character would not be likely to bring him into contact with 
some unwelcome, nocturnal rambler. Wrapping himself more 
closely m his cloak and looking cautiously about, he hastened 
along the North Western declivity of the Quirinal hill, until he 
reached the remains of a wall built, so tradition has it, by 
Serviua Tullius. This quarter had ever ^ce the time of the 
emperors enjoyed the worst reputation in all Rome. The streets 
were tortuous, the houses, squalid, the whole surroundings 
evil. Benilo moved cautiously along the wall, for a few drink- 
ii^ shope were still open and frequented by a motley thnm^ 
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with whom it was not safe to mingle, for to provoke a hrawl, 
might engender grave consequences. Wretched women plied 
their shameful trade by the light of flickering day-lampi; 
and wateiy-eyed hags, the outcasts of all nations, mingled 
with sailors, bandits and bravi. Drunken men lay snoring 
under tables and coarse songs were shouted from hoarse throats, 
half drowned by the uproarious clamour of two fellows who 
were playing at dice. Suddenly there was a commotion fol- 
lowed by piercing shrieks. The gamblers had fallen out over 
their pretty stakes. After a short squabble one had drawn his 
knife on the other and stabbed him in the side. The wounded 
man fell howling on the ground and the asaaasin took to his 
heels. The dancers of the establiahment, heedless of the 
catastrophe, began at once to rattle their caatagnettas and 
sway and whlri in disgraceful pantomime. 

After Benllo had passed the shameful den end reached the 
end of the alley he found himself once more hi one of the 
waste regions of the city. Truly many an emperor was more 
easily discovered than John of the Catacombs. The region 
had the appearance as if an earthquake had shattered into 
dust the splendid temples and porticoes of antiquity, so great 
was the destruction, which ccmfronted him on eveiy turn. 
High in the air could be heard the hoarse ciy of the vulture, 
wheeling home from some feast of carnage; in the near-by 
marshes the croaking of the frogs alternated with the dismal 
ay of the whippoorwill. 

Suddenly the Chamberlain paused and for a niome&t even 
his stout heart stopped beating, and his face tamed a ghastiy 
pallor. For direcUy before him there arose out of the under- 
brush, with back apparenUy turned towards him, some formless 
apparition In the dark habit of a monk, the cowl drawn over 
his head. But when he attained bis natural height, he faced 
Benllo, although the latter would have sworn that he did not 
•ee Um turn. 
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It was with Bome degree of faacinatiott that Benilo watched 
the penon and the moTements of this huiuan monster. What 
appeared of his head from under the co^ seemed to have 
become green with cadaverous tints. One might s&y that the 
mustineae of the sepulchre already covered the bluish down <^ 
his skin. His eyes, with their strong gaze sparkled from 
beneath a large yellowish bruise, and his droophig jaws were 
joined to the skin by two lines as straight as the lines of a 
triangle. The breve's trembling hands, the colour of yellow 
wax, were only a net-work of veins and nerves. EiB sleeves 
fluttered on his fleshless arms like a streamer on a pole. His 
robe fell from his shoulderB to his heels perfectly straight 
mthout a ^gle fold, as rig^ as the drapery in the later 
pictures of Cimaboe or Orcagna. There appeared to be nothing 
but a shadow under the brown cowl and out of that shadow 
stand two stony eyes. Jofan <rf the Catacombs looked like a 
corpse returned to earth, to write his memc^. 

At the dght of the Individual, reputed the greatest scourge 
in Rome, the Chamberlain could not repress a shudder, and 
his right hand sought mechanically the hilt of his poniard. 

** Why — thou art a merry dog in thy friar's cowl, Dm 
Giovan, though it will hardly save thee from the gallowB," 
exclaimed Benilo, approaching slowly. " ^ce when dost 
affect monastic manners? " 

" Since the fiend is weary of saints, their cowls go beg^g," 
a harsh grating voice replied, while a hideous sneer lit up the 
almost fleshleBS skull of the bravo, as with bis turbid yellow 
•yes, resembling those of a dead fish, he stand m Benllo^ face. 

'* And for all that," the denlsen of the ruins «mtinued, 
watching from under inflamed eyelids the effect his person 
produced on his Maecenas, " and for all that I shall make as 
good a saint as was ever catalogued in your martyrology." 

" The flend for aught might make tlu same," replied Benilo. 
" What is your business hen? " 
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" Watching over dead men's bones," replied the bravo 
doggedly. 

" Herer lie to the devil, — you vill neither decuve him 
nor mel Hot that I ^spute any man's r^ht to be hanged 
ot stabbed — least of all thine, Don Giovan." 

** Tis for another to regulate all such honours," replied 
the bravo. " And it is an old saying, never trust a horse or 
a womani " 

Benilo started as if the bravo bad read his thoughts. 

" You prate in enigmas," he said after a pause. " I will be 
brief mth you and plain. We should not scratch, when we 
tickle. I am looking for an honest rogue. I need a trusty 
and discreet varlet, who can keep his tongue between hii teeth 
and forget not only his master's name, but his own like^rise. 
Have you the quality? " 

John of the Catacombs stared at the speaker as if at a loss 
to comjnebend his meaning, bistead of answering he glanced 
nneaaly in the direction of ttie river. 

** Speak out, man, my time is brief," urged the Chamberlain, 
" I have learned to value your services even in the harm you 
have wrought, and if you will enter my sernce, you shall some 
day hang the keys of a nobler tower on your girdle than you 
ever dreamt of." 

The bravo winced, but did not reply. Suddenly be raised 
his head as if listening. A sound resembling the faint splash 
of an oar broke the stillneeB. A yell vibrated through the six, 
a louder sfdash was heard, then all was deep silence as before. 

" That sounded not like the prayer of a Christian soul 
departing," Benilo said with an involuntary shudder, noting 
the grin of satisfaction which passed over the outlaw's face. 
'* What was that ? " 

" Of my evil brother an evil instrument," replied John <A 
the Catacombs en^:matically. 

'* I fear you will have to learn manners in m; school, Don 
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Giovan," said Benilo in ntuin. " But your ansvar. Are 
you ready? " 

" This vaiy night ? " gasped tlie bravo, suspecting Ou offer 
and fearful of a snare. 

" Why not ? " demanded the Chamberlain curfly. 

" I am bound in another's serricel " 

" Tou are an orer-pnnctiUous rogue, Don Giovan, To- 
morrow then I " 

"Agreed I" gnr^ed the bravo, extending a monstrously 
large hand from under his gown, with a forefinger of ex- 
traordinary length, on the end of which there was a wart, 

Benilo pretended not to see the proffered member. But 
before addressiug himself further to John of the Catacombs 
he glanced round cautiously. 

'* Are we alooe? " 

The bravo nodded. 

" Is my presence here not proof enough ? " 

The argument prevailed, 

" To our business then I " Benilo replied guardedly, seating 
hlnuelf upon a fragment of granite and watching every gesture 
ol the bravo. 

"Tliere arrived to-day in Rome, Eckhardt the generaL 
His welfare is very dear to me I I should be disconsolate 
came he to harm in tbe exerdae of his mission, whatever that 
bel" 

There was a brief pause during which their eyes met. 

The outlaw's face twitched strangely. Or was it the play 
ti the moonbeams? 

" Being given to roaming at random round the cify," 
Benilo continued, speaking very slowly as if to aid the brave's 
comprehension, " for such is tiieir wont in their own wilder- 
nesses, — I am fearful he might go astray, — and the Roman 
temper is micertain. Yet is Ecldiardt so fearless, that he 
would scorn alike warning or precauticm. Therefore I would 
7« 
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have you dog his f ootstepe from afar, — but J»t him not suspect 
your preseace, if you wish to sm the light of another morning. 
Wear your monk's habit, it becomes youl You look as lean 
and hungry and wolfish as a hermit of twelve years' halo, 
who feeds on wild roots and snails. But to me you will each 
day report the points of interest, which the German leader 
has visited, that I too may become familiar with their attraction. 
Do I speak plainly? " 

" I will follow him as his shadow," gurgled the bravo. 

Benilo held out a purse which John of the Catacombs 
greedily devoured ^th his eyes. 

" You are a greedy knave," he said at last with a forced 
laugh. " But since you love gold so dearly, you shall feast 
your eyes on it lill they tire of its sheen. Be ready at my first 
call and remember — secrecy and despatchl " 

** When shall it be? " queried the bravo. 

" A matter of a day or two at best — no longer I Ueanwhile 
you will improve your antiquarian learning by studying the 
iralks of Rome in company 'mth the German general. But 
remember your distance, unless you would meet the devil's 
grandame instead of creeping back to your hovels. And where, 
by the way, may a pair of good eyes discover John of the Cata- 
combs in case of urgent need? " 

The bravo seemed to ponder. 

" There is an old inn behind the Forum. It will save your 
messenger the trouble to seek me in the Catacombs. Have 
him ask for the lame brother of the Penitents, — but do not 
write, for I cannot read it" 

Benilo nodded. 

*'Ul can trust you, the gain irill be yours," he said. " And 
now — lead the way ! " 

John of the Catacombs preceded his new patnm through 

the tall weeds which almost concealed him from ^w, until 

they reached a clearing not far from the river, whose turbid 
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wavBs tolled aluggish^ towarda Ostia. Hen Uwr ported, ttie 
bravo retracing his steps towards the region whence they had 
come, while Benilo made for the gorge between Uoiinte 
Aventine and Testaccio. It was an ill-famed vale, noted even 
in remote antiquity for the groas orgies whence it .had gained 
its evil repute, after the cult of Isia had been brooght from 
Egypt to Rome. 

The hour was not far from midnight. The motm had 
passed her zenith and was declining in the horizon. Her 
pale spectral rajrs cast an uncertain light over the region 
and gave the shadows a weird and almost threatening promi- 
nence. In this gorge there dwelt one Dom Sabbat, half sor- 
cerer, half madman, towards whose habitation Benilo now 
directed his steps. He was not long reaching a low structure, 
half concealed between tall weeds and high boulders. Smftly 
approaching, Benilo knocked at the door. After a wait of 
some duration shuffling foot steps were to be heard within. 
A door was being unbarred, then the Chamberlain could dis- 
tinguish the unfastening of chains, accompanied by a low 
dry cough. At last the low door was cautiously opened and 
he found himself face to face with an almost shapeless form 
in the long loose halut <rf the ck^ter, ending in a peaked 
cowl, cut as it seemed out oi one doth, and covering the face 
as well as the back of the head, barring only two holes for 
the eyes and a slit for the mouth. After the uncanny host 
had, by the light of a lantern, which he could shade at will, 
peered closely into Ids visitor's face, he dlently nodded, beck- 
oning the other to enter and carefully barred the door behind 
him. Through a low, narrow corridor, Dom Sabbat led the 
way to a sort of kitchen, such as an alchemist might use for 
his experimenta and mth many grotesque bends bade Ms 
visitor be seated, but Benilo declined curtly, for he was iU at 
ease. 

" I have litfle time to spare," he said, scarcely nottdi^ the 
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aldMmist'B obdsanM, "and Ian indination to rater into 
particulars. Give me what I want and let me be gone out of 
this atmosphere, which is enough to stifle the lungs of an 
honest man." 

** Hi, hi, my lllustrioiiB friend," fawned the other vitix en- 
dent enjoyment of his patron's impatience. " Was the horo- 
scope not right to a minute? Did not the charm work its 
nnpronoimced intent 7 " 

" Tis well you remind me I It required six stabs to finish 
your bungling work! See to it, that you do not again deceive 
mel" 

" Ton say six stabs? " replied Dom Sabbat, looking up 
from the task he was engaged in, of mixing some substances 
in a mortar. " Yet Hars was in the Cancer and the fourth 
house of the Sun. But perhaps the gentleman had eaten 
river-snaila with nutmeg or taken a bath in snake skins and 
stags-antlers? " 

"To the devil with your river-snails 1" exploded Benilo. 
" The love-pbUtie and quickly, — else Z will have you smoked 
out (d yoiur devil's lair ere the moon be two hours olderl " 

The alchemist shook his head, as if pained by his patron's 
ill temper. Yet he could not abstain from tantalizing him by 
assuming a misapprehenaon of his meaning. 

" The hour," he mumbled slowly, and with studied hesita- 
tion, " is not propitious. Evil planets are in the ascendant and 
the infloence of your good genius is counteracted by antagon- 
istic spells." 

" Fooll ** growled Benilo, at the same time rairing his foot 
as if to spurn the impostor like a dog. " You keep but one 
sort of wares such as I require, — let me have the strongest." 

Neither the gesture nor the insult were lost on Dom Sabbat, 
yet he preserved a calm and imperturbable demeanour, while, 
08 if soliloqiUzing, he continued his irritating inquiries. 

"A love-philtre? They are priceless Indeed; — even a 
8x 
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mm, — three drops of that clear tasteless fluid, — and she veie 
youis." 

Again Benilo's lips straightened in a hard, drawn line. 
Sto<q»ing over the alchemist, he whispered two words into 
hia ear, which caused Dom Sabbat to glance up ^th 
such an ezpresuon <tf horror that Benilo involuntarily burst 
into a loud laugh, which sent the other spinning to his 
task. 

Ransacking some remote coiner in his devil's kitchen he 
at last produced a tiny phial, which he wrapped in a thin 
scroll. This he placed with trembling hands into those eagerty 
stretched out to gnup it and received therefor a hand full (tf 
gold uHn, the weight of which seemed to indicate that secrecy 
was to constitute no small portion of the bargain. 

After having conducted his visitor to the entrance, where 
he took leave of him with many bends of the head and mani- 
fold pratestations of devotion, Dom Sabbat locked his abode 
and Benilo hastened towards the city. 

As he mentally surveyed the events of the evening even to 
their remotest consequences, he seemed to have neglected no 
precaution, nor omitted anything which might eventually 
prevent him from triumphing over his opponents. But even 
while reviewing -mth a degree of satisfaction the business of 
the night, terrible misgivings, like dream shadows, drooped 
over his mind. After all it was a foolhardy challenge he had 
thrown to fate. Maddened by the taunts <tf a woman, he had 
arrayed forces against himself which he must annihilate, else 
they would tear liim to pieces. The time for temporiring had 
passed. He stood on the crater of a volcano, and his ears, 
trained to the sounds of danger, could hear the fateful rumblii^ 
in the depths below. 

In that fateful hour there ripened In the brain of Benilo 
the Chamberlain a thought, destined in its final consequences 
to subvert a dynasty. After all there was no security for him 
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In Rome, while the GermanB held sway in the Patrimony of 
St. Peter. But — indolent and voluptuous as ha was — cuing 
for nothing save the enjoyment of the moment, how was Iw 
to wield the thunderbolt for their destruction, hov was he to 
accompUsh that, in which Crescentius had failed, backed by 
forces equal to those of the foreigners and entrenched in hia 
impregnable stronghold ? 

As Benilo weighed the pest against the future, the scales 
of his crimes sank so deeply to earth that, had Hercy thrown 
her weight in the balance it would not have changed the ulti- 
mate decree of Retribution. Only the utter annihilation <rf 
the foreign invaders could save him. Eckhardfs life might 
be at tiie mercy of John of the Cataomibs. The poison phial 
might accomplish what the bravo's da^er failed to do, — but 
one thing stood out clearly and boldly in his mind; the German 
leader must not live 1 Theodora dared not win the wager, — 
but even therein lay the greater peril. The moment she 
scented an obstacle in her path, she would move all the powers 
of darkness to remove it and it required little perspicuity to 
point out the source, whence it proceeded. 

At the thought of the humiliation he had received at her 
hands, Benilo gnashed his teeth in Impotent rage. EiB pride, 
his vanity, his self-love, had been cruelly stabbed. He might 
retaliate t^ rousing her fear. But if she had passed beytmd 
the point oi caring? 

As, wrapt in dark ruminations, Benilo followed the lonely 
path, which carried him toward the city, there came to him a 
thought, swift and sudden, which roused the evil nature within 
him to its highest tension. 

Could hto own revei^ be more complete than by odng his 
enemies, one for the destruction of the other? And as for the 
means, — Theodora herself would furnish them. Ueanwhile — 
how would Johaimes Crescentius bear the propinquity of his 
hereditary foe, the emperor? Might not the Senator be goaded 
8? 
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towards the fateful brink of rebeUlon? Then, — Somani and 
Germans cmce more enga^ in a death grapple, — his own time 
would Gonw, must come, the time at victory and ultiiiutte 
triompha 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE VISION OP SAN PANCRAZIO 

WO days had elapsed since Eck- 
bardt'B arrival in Rome. At the 
close of each day, be had met 
Benito on the Palatine, each 
time renewing the topic of their 
former discourse. Benilo had 
listened attentively and, with all 
the eloquence at his command, 
had tried to dissuade the com- 
mander from taking a step so 
fateful in its remotest consequences. On the evening of the 
third day the Chamberlain had displayed a strange disquietude 
and replied to Eckbardt's questions with a wandering mind. 
Then without disclosing the nature of the business which he 
professed to have on hand, they parted earlier than had been 
their wont. 

The shades of evening began to droop with phantom swift- 
ness. Over the city brooded the great peace of an autumnal 
twilight. The last rays of the sun streaming from between a 
heavy cloud-bank, lay across the htndscape in broad zones of 
brilliancy. In the pale green sky, one by one, the evening 
stars began to appear, but through the distant cloud-bank 
quivered stmmier lightning like the waving of fiery whips. 

Feeling that sleep would not come to him In his present 
wrought up state of mind, Eckhardt resolved to revisit flie 
spot which held the dearest he had possessed cm earth. Per- 
haps, that prayer at the grave of ^nevra would bring peace to 
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bis soul and rest to Us wearied heart. His feet bore bim on- 
ward unawares tbrougb winding lanes and deserted streets 
until he reached tbe gate of San Sebastiano. There, he left tbe 
road for a tuify bollow, where groups of black cypress trees 
stretched out their branches like spectral arms, uplifted to 
warn back intruders. He stood befors the churchyard of 
San Pancrazio, 

Pausing for a moment irresolutely before its gloomy portals 
Eckbardt seemed to waver before entering the burial ground. 
Hushing his footsteps, as from a sense of awe, he then followed 
the well-known path. Tbe black foliage drooped heavily 
over him; it seemed to draw him in and close him out at 
sight, and although there was scarcely any breeze, the d3ring 
leaves above rustled mysteriously, like vcrices whispering some 
awful secret, known to them alone. A strange mystery seemed 
to pervade the silence of their sylvan shadows, a mystery, 
dread, unfathomable, and guessed by none. With a dreary 
sense of oppression, yet drawn onward by some mysterious 
force, Eckbardt followed tbe path, wUch here and there was 
over-grown with grass and weeds. TTnea^y he lifted tbe over- 
hanging branches and peered between the dense and luminous 
foliage. Up and down he wistfully gazed, now towards tbe 
wlndii^ path, lined by old gravestones, leading to tbe cloister; 
now into the diadowy depths of the shnibbeiy. At times he 
paused to listen. Never surely was there such a silence any- 
where as here. The murmur of the distant stream was lost. 
The leaves seemed to nod drowsily, as out of the depths of a 
dream and the impressive stillness of the place seemed a mlent 
protest against the solitary intruder, a protest from the dead, 
whose slumber the muffled echo of bis footsteps disturbed. 

For the first time Eckbardt repented of his nocturnal vidt 

to the abode of tbe dead. Seized with a strange fear, lus 

presence in tbe churcbyord at this hour seemed to him an 

intru^on, and after a moment or two ot silent musing he 
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tamed back, finding it imposdble to proceed. Absently he 
gazed at the decaying flowers, which turned their faces up to 
him in apparent wonderment; the ferns seemed to nod and 
every separate leaf and blade of grass seemed to question him 
silently on the errand of his visit. Surely no one, watching 
Eckhardt at this place and at this, hour, if there was such a 
one near by chance, would have recognized in him the stem 
soldier who had twice stonned the walls of Rome. 

Onward he walked as in the memory of a dream, a strange 
dream, which had visited him on the preceding night, and 
which now suddenly waked in his memory. It was a vague 
haunting thing, a vision of a great altar, of many candles, of 
himself in a gown of sack-doth, striving to light them and 
failing again and again, yet still seeing their elusive glare in 
a continual flicker before his eyes. And as he mused upon 
his dream his heart grew heavy in his breast. He liad grown 
cowardly of pity and renewed grief. 

Following a winding path, so overgrown with moss that 
his footsteps made no sound upon it, wliich he believed would 
lead him out of the churchyard, Eckiiardt was staggered by 
die discovery that he had walked in a circle, for almost di- 
rectly before him rose the grassy Imoll tufted with palms, 
between which shone the granite monument over (Hnevra's 
grave. Believing at tills moment more than ever in his life 
in dgns and portents, Eckhardt slowly ascended the sloping 
ground, now oblivious alike to sight and sound, and lost in the 
depths of his own thoughts. Bitter thoughts they were and 
dreamily vague, such as fever and nightmare bring to us. Re- 
lentlessly all the long-fought misery swept over him again, 
burying him beneath waves so vast, that time and space 
seemed alike to vanish. He knelt at the grave and with a 
fervour such as is bom of a mind completely lost in the depths 
of mysticism, he prayed that he might once more behold Gi- 
nevra, as her image Uved in bis memory. The vague deep- 
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rooted miieiy In his heart was concentrated in this greatest de- 
lire of hia Itfe, the desire to look once more opon her, who 
had gone from him for ever. 

After tiaving exhausted all the pent-up fervour of his soul 
Eckhardt was al>out to rise, little strengthened and less con- 
nnced of the efficacy of hip prayer, when his eyes were fixed 
upon the tall apparition of a woman, who stood in the shadow 
of the cypress trees and seemed to regard him with a strange 
mixture of awe and moumfulness. With parted Ups and rigid 
features, the life's blood frozen in Us veins, Eckhardt stared 
at the apparition, his face covered with a pallor more deadly 
than that of the phantom, if phantom indeed it was. A long 
white shroud fell in straight folds from her head to her feet, 
but the face was exposed, and as he gazed upim it, at once so 
calm and so passionate, so cold and yet so replete with life, — 
he knew it was Ginevra who stood before him. Her eyes, 
strangely undimmed by death, burnt into his very soul, and his 
heart began to palfdtate with a mad longing. Spreading out 
his arms in voiceless entreaty, the half-choken outciy: " 61- 
nevral Ginevral " came from his lips, a cry in which was 
mii^led at once the most supreme ytigniah and the most 
siqueme love. 

But as the sound of his voice died away, the apparition had 
vanished, and seemed to have melted into air. Only a lizard 
sped over the stone in the moonlight and in tlie branches i^ 
the cypress trees above resounded the scream of some startled 
night-bird. Then eveiything faded in vague unconsciousness, 
across wMch ffitted lurid lights and a face that suddenly grew 
dim in the strange and tumultuous upheaval of his senses. 
The single moment liad seemed an hour, so fraught with strange - 
and weird impresaons. 

Dazed, half-mad, his brow bathed in cold dew, Eckliardt 
staggered to his feet and glanced round like one waking from 
a dream. The churchyard of San Fancrazio was deserted. 
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Not anothei human being was to be seen. Surely Mb Mtuet, 
stnuij^ orerwrooght thoogh they were, had not deceived 
him. ^le, — close beside him, — the apparitioa had stood 
bnt a moment ago ; \rith his own eyes he had seen her, yet no 
human foot had trampled the fantastic tangle of creepers, that 
lay in straggling length uptm the emerald turf. He lingered 
no longer to reastm. His brain was in a fiery whirl. Like one 
demented, Eckhardt rushed from the church-yard. There 
was at this moment in bis heart such a pitiful tumult of broken 
passitnts, hopelessness and despair, that the acute, unen- 
doraUe pain came later. 

As yet, half of him refused to accept the revelation. The 
very tiiought crushed him with a weight of rocks. Amid the 
deceitful shadows of night he had fallen prey to that fear from 
which the bravest are not enmpt in such surroundings. The 
diBtinctnesB of his perception forbade him to doubt the testi- 
mony ti his senses. Yet, what he had seen, was altogethei 
contrary to reason. A thousand thoughts and surmises, 
me wilder than the other, whiried confusedly through his 
brain. A great benumbing agony gnawed at his heart. That, 
which he in reason should iiave regarded as a great boon 
began to affect him like a mortal injury. By fate or soma 
mysterious agency he had been permitted to see her once more* 
but tile yeamtog had increased, for not a word had the ap- 
parition vouchsafed him, and from his anna, extended in 
passionate entreaty, it bad fled into the night, whence it had 
arisen. 

Accustomed to the windings of the churchyard, Eckhardt 
experienced litUe difficulty in finding his way out. He paced 
through the wastes of Campo Marzio at a reckless speed, like 
a madman escaped from his guards. His brain was aflame; 
his cheeks, though deadly pale, burned as from the hidden 
fires vi a fever. The phenomenon had dazzled his eyes like 
the keen dfzag of a lightning flash. Even now he saw bei 
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floating before liim, as in a luminous whirlwind, and he hit, 
that never to bia life's end could he banish her image from his 
heart. His love for the dead had grown to vastness like those 
plants, which open their blossoms with a thunder clap. He 
felt no longer master of himself, but like one whose chariot is 
carried by terrified and uncontrollable steeds towards some 
steep rock bristling precipice. 

Gradually, thanks to the freshness of the night-air, Eck- 
hardt became a little more calm. Feeling now but half 
convinced of the reality of the vi^on, he sought by the au- 
thentication of minw details to cimvince himself that be 
was not the victim of some strange hallucination. But 
he felt, to his dismay, that every natural explanation lell 
ihiurt of the truth, and his own argumentation was anytiiing 
but convincing. 

In the climax of wonderment Eckhardt had questioned him* 
self, whettier he m^ht not actually be walking in a dream; 
be even seriously asked himself whether madness was not 
parading its phantoms before his eyes. But he soim fdt 
CMistrained to admit, tiiat he was neither asleep nor mad. 
Thus be began gradually to accept the fact of Ginevra*8preBence, 
as in a dream we never question the intervention of perBona 
actually long dead, but who nevertheless seem to act like 
Uiring people. 

The moon was sinking through the azure when Eckhardt 
passed the Church of tiie Hermits on Hount Aventine. The 
portals were open; the interior dimly lighted. The spirit o( 
repentance burned at fever heat in the souls of the Romans. 
From day-break till midnight, and from midnight till day-break» 
there rose under the high vaulted arches an hicessant hum of 
prayer. The penitential cells, the vaults underneath the chapels, 
were never empty. The crowds which poured into the city 
from all the world were ever increasing, and tiie myriad 
churches, chapels and chantries rang night and day with 
90 
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Eyrie Eleuoa litanies and sermons, purportii^; to portray 
the catastrophe, the hail of brinmtone and fire, until the terri- 
fied listeners dashed away amid Bhrieks and yells, shaken to 
the inmost depths of their hearts with the fear that was upon 

There were still some belated worshippers within, and as 
Eckhardt ascended the stone steps, he was seized with an 
incontroilable desire to have speech with mius, the hermit of 
Gaeta, who, he had been told, was holding forth in tixt Church 
of the Hermits. To him he would ctmfess all, that sorely 
troubled his mind, seeking his counsel and advice. The im- 
mense blackness within the Basilica stretched vastly upward 
into its great arching roof, giving to him who stood pigmy- 
like within it, an oppression of enormity. Black was the 
centre of the Have and unutterably still. A few torches in 
remote shrines threw their lugubrious light down the aisles. 
The pale faces of Imeeltng monks came now and then into fuU 
relief, when the scant illumination shifted, stirred by ever so 
faint a breath erf air, heavy with the scent of fiowers and 



Almost succumbing imder the strain of superstitious awe, 
exhausted in body and mind by the strange malady, which had 
seized his soul, his senses reeling under the fumes of incense 
and tlie funereal chant of the monks, his eyes burning with the 
fires of unshed tears, Eckhardt sank down before the image 
of the Hother of God, striving in vain to form a coherent 
prayer. 

Bow long he had thus remained he knew not. The sound 
of footsteps in the direction of the Korth transept roused him 
after a time to the purpose of his presence. Following the 
direction indicated to him by one of the sacristans, Eckhardt 
groped his way through the dismal gloom towards the enclosure 
where mius of Gaeta was supposed to hold his dark sessions. 
By the dim light of a lamp he perceived in the confessional tlu 
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Bhadowy fonn of a monk, and approaclung ttte wicket, hs 
greeted the occupant with a humble bend of the head. But, 
what was viable of the monk's countenance was litde cal- 
culated to relieve the oppression which burdened Eckhardt's 
■oul. 

From the mask of the converted cynic peered the eyes <tf a 
fanatic. The face was one, which might have suggested to 
Luca agnorelli the traits of his Anti-Christ in the Capella 
Huova at Orrieto. In the deep penetrating eyes was reflected 
the final remorse of the wisdom, which had renounced its 
maker. The face was evil. Yet it was a face of infinite grief, 
as if monming tlie eternal fall of man. 

Despite the advanced hour of night tlw monk was still in 
hit seat (Hf confesrion, and the mighty leader of the German 
host, wrapt in his long mihtary cloak, knelt before the 
emaciated anchorite, hia face, manner and voice all betraying 
a great weariness of mind. A look of almost bodily pain 
appeared m Eckhardt's stem countenance as, at the request 
of tlie monk, who had receded within the gloom of the cw- 
fesaional, he recounted the phenomena of the night, after 
having previoosiy acquainted him with the burden of his grief. 

Tlie m<mk listened attentively to the weird tale and shook 
Us head. 

" I am moot strangely in my senses," Eckhardt urged, noting 
the monk's gesture. " I have seen her, — whether in the 
body, or the spirit, I know not, — but I have seen her.'* 

" I have listened, my son," said the monk after a pause, in 
his low sepulchral voice. — " Ginevra loved you, — so you 
say. What could have wrought a change in her, such as 700 
hint 7 For if she loved you in life, she loves you in death. 
Why should she — supposing her present — See from your 
outstretched aims? If your love could compel her to return 
from the beyond, — why should it lack the power to make the 
phantom ^ve respMise? " 

9a 
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" Conld I but fathom that myBtny, — ■ could I but fatfaom 
itl" 

" Did 70U not speak to her? " 

** My lips but uttered bsr name I " 

" I am little versed in matters of this kind," the monk re- 
plied in a strange tone. " lis but the natural law, which may 
not be tran^ressed with impuni^. Is your faith so small, 
that you would rather uproot the holiest ties, than deem your- 
self the victim of some hallucinatioa, mayhap some jeer of 
the fiend 7 Dare you raise yonisetf on a pedestal, which takes 
from her her defenceiess virtue, cold and silent as hsr lips are 
In death ? " 

Every word of the monk struck Eckhardt's heart with a 
thousand pongs. A deep groan broke from his lips. 

*■ Madman that I was," he muttered at last, " to think 
that such a tale was fit for mortal ears." 

Then he turned to the monk. 

" Have you no solace to ^ve to me, no Hght upon tlie dark 
path, I am about to enter upon, — the life of the cloister, 
where I shall end my days? " 

There was a Itmg pause. Surprise seemed to have struck 
the monk dumb. Eckhardt's heart beat stonnily in anticipa- 
tion of the anchorite's reply. 

" But," a virice sounded from the gloom, " have you 
the patience, the homilify, which it behooves the recluse to 
possess, and without wliich all prayers and penances are in 
vain?" 

" Show me how I can humble myself more, than at this 
hour, when I renounce a life of glory, ambition and command. 
All I want is peace, — that peace which has forsaken me 
rince her dea&I " 

BiB last words died in a groan. 

" Peace," repeated the monk. " You seek peace in tin 
wdudon of the dcdster, in holy devotions. X thought Eckhardt 
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ti too stem a mould, to be goaded and tomed from his duty 
by a mere whim, a pale phantom/* 

A l<mg BUmce ensued. 

" Father," said the Margrave at last, BpeaMng in a low and 
broken voice, " I have done no act of wrong. I will do no act 
of wrong, while I have control over myself. But the tliought 
of the dead haiuts me night and day. Otto has no further 
need of me. Rome is pacified. The life at court is irksome 
to me. The king loves to surround himself wi& perfumed 
popinjays, discarding the time-hcmoured customs of our North- 
land for Hie intricate poUty of the East. — There is no place 
for Eckhardt in that sphere of mummery." 

For a few moments the monk meditated in ^lence. 

" It grieves me to the heart," he spoke at last, " to hear a 
soldier confess to being tempted into a life (rf eternal abnegation. 
I judge it to be a passing madness, which distance and work 
alone can cure. You are not fitted in the ^ht of God and His 
Mother for the sjuritaal life, for in Mezentian thraldom you 
have fettered your soul to a corpse in its grave, a sin as black 
as if you had been taken in adultery with the dead. Remain In 
Some no longer! Itetum to your post on tba boundaries ci 
the realm. There, — in your lonely tent, pray nightly to the 
Immaculate One for her blessing and pass the day in the saddle 
am<Hig the scattered outposts ol your command I The monks 
of Rome shall not be festered by the presence am<mg them at 
your fevered soul, and you are sorely needed by God and His 
Son for martial life." 

" Father, you know not alll " Eckhardt replied after a brief 
pause, during which he lay prostrate, writhing in agony and 
despidr. " From youth up liave I lived as a man of war. — 
To this I was bred by my sire and grandsire of sainted memory. 
I have always hoped to die on some glorious field. But it 
is all changed. I, who never feared mortal man, am trembling 
before a, shadow. My love for her, who is no more, has made 
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DM a coward. I tmnblt to think that I may not find bar in 
the darkness, whither soon I may be going. To this end 
alone I woidd purchase the peace, which has departed. The 
thought (^ her has Iiaunted me night and day, ever since her 
death I How often in the watches of the night, on the tented 
field, have I lain awake in silent prayer, once more to behold 
her face, that I can never more forgetl " 

There was another long pause, during which the monk 
cast a piercing glance at the prostrate soldier. Slowly at last 
the vMce came from the shadows. 

" Then you still believe yourself thus favoured ? " 

" So firmly do I believe in the reality of the vinon, that I 
am bere to ask your blessing and your good offices with the 
Prior <tf St. Cosmas in the matter closest to my heart." 

** Hay," the monk replied as if speaking to himself, " if 
you have indeed been favoured -mth a vision, then were it 
indeed presumptuous in one, the mere interpreter of the 
will divine, to oppose your request I You have chosen a strict 
brotherhood, though, for when your novitiate is ended, you will 
not be permitted to ever again leave the walls of the cloister." 

" Such is my choice," replied Eckhardt. " And now your 
blessing and intercesMon, father. Let the time of my novitiate 
be brief!" 

" I win do what I can," replied the monk, Uien be added 
slowly and solemnly : 

" Christ accepts your obedience and service I I purge you 
of your sins in the name of the Trinity and the Mother of God, 
into whose holy keeping I now commit you 1 Go hi peace 1 " 

" I gol " muttered the Hargrave, rising exhausted from his 
long agony and staggering down the dark aisles <tf the church. 

Eckbardt's footsteps had no sooner died away in the gloom 
of the bigb-vaulted arches, than two shadows emerged from 
behind a pillar and moved noiselessly down towards the 
rtfectoiy. 
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h tlie dim drde of Ught anmnating from the tapan ronnd 
die altar, they faced each other a moment. 

" What ails the Teuton? " muttered the Grand Chamberlain, 
peering into the muffled countenance <d tba pseudo-confeiaot. 

" He upbraids the fiend for cheating him of the smile of a 
corpse," Qie monk Cyprianna replied mth Btrangely jarring 
Tfljce. 

" And yet you fear I will lose my va^7 " sneered the 
Chamberlain. 

The monk shrugged his shoulders. 

" They have a proverb in Ferrara : * He who may not eat 
a peach, may not smell at it.* " 

" And you were not revealed to him, you, for whom he has 
scoured the very slime at the Tiber? " Benilo queried, ignoring 
the monk's factiousness. 

" '^ sad to think, what changes time has wrought," 
repUed the latter with downcast eyes. " Trufy it behooves 
tu to think (rf the end, — the end erf timel " 

And ^thout another word the monk passed down the 
aisles and his tall form was swallowed in the ^oom oi the . 
Church of the Hermits. 

" The eudl " Benilo muttered to himself as he thoughtfully 
gazed after the monk. " Croak thou tbina own doom, Cy- 
prianual One soul weighs as much as another in the de'vil't 
balance!" 

With these words Benilo passed through the portals of the 
church and was soon lost to sight among the ruins of the 
Aventine. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

CASTBL SAN ANOBLO 

I6HT had spread her pinions 
over the ancient capital of the 
Caesars and deepest ulence had 
succeeded the thousand cries 
and noises ol the day. Few 
helated strollers still lingered in 
the deserted squares. Under the 
sliadovs of the Borgo Vecchio 
slow moving figures could be 
seen flitting noiselessly as phan- 
toms through the marble ruins of antiquity, pausing for 
a moment under the high unlighted arches, talking in under- 
tones and vanisliing in the night, while the remote svretl 
of monkish chants, monotonous and droning, died on the 
evanescent breezes. 

Round Castel San Angelo, rinng, a giant Mausoleum, vast 
and sombre out of the soUtudes of the Flaminian Way, night 
wove a more poetic air of mystery and quiet, and but for the 
tread of the ever wakeful sentinels on its ramparts, the colossal 
tomb of tlie emperor Hadrian would have appeared a deserted 
Uemento Kori of Imperial Rome, the possesion at which no 
one cared to dispute with the shades of the Caesars or tlie 
ghosts of the mangled victims, which haunted the intricate 
labyrinth of its Eubtorranean chambers and vaults. 

A pale moon was li^g behind the hills of Albano, whoee 
ghostly rays cast an unsteady glow over the undulatilng ex- 
panse at the Roman Campsgna, and wove a pale silver mount- 
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ing round the crest of the imperial tomb, whose towering 
masses seemed to stretch inteiminahly into the night, as if 
oppressed with their own memories. 

What a monstrous melodrama was contained in yonder 
circular walls I They wore a comparatiTely smiling look only 
in the days when Castet San Angeto received the dead. Then 
according to the historian Procopius, the immense three-storied 
rotunda, surmounted by a p3rramidal roof had its aides covered 
with Parian marble, intersected with columns and surmounted 
with a ring of Grecian statues. The first story was a quad- 
rangular basement, decorated with festoons and tablets of 
funeral inscriptionB, colossal equestrian groups in gilt bronze 
at the four comers. 

Within the memory of living generation, this pile had been 
the theatre of a tragedy, almost unparalleled in the annals of 
Robie, the scene of the wildest Saturnalia, that ever stained 
die history of medisval state. An incongruous relic of antique 
profligacy and the monstroaties of the lower empire, drawing 
its fatal power from feudal institutions, Theodora, a woman 
illustrious for her beauty and rank, had at the dawn of the 
century quartered heiseU in Castel San Angelo. From there 
she exercised over Rome a complete ^rranny, sustained against 
German influence by an Italian party, which counted amongst 
its chiefs Adalbert, Count of Tuscany, the father of this 
second Hessalioa. Her fateful beauty ruled Church and state. 
Theodom caused one pontiff after another to be deposed and 
nominated eight popes successively. She had a daughter as 
beautiful and as powerful as herself and still more depraved. 
Harozia, as she was called, reigned surpreme in Castel San 
Angelo and caused the election of Serj^us HI, Anastasius IH 
and John X, tlw latter a creature of Theodora, who had him 
appointed to the bishopric of Ravenna. Intending to deprive 
Theodora and her lover, the Pope, of the dominlcm of Rome, 
Harozia invaited the Lateran witti a band of ruffians, put to 
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the Bword the brother of the Pope, and Incarcerated the pontltF, 
who died in priB<Hi either by poison or otherwise. Tradition 
relates that his corpse was placed in Theodora's bed, and 
superstition believes that he was stranded by the devil as a 
punishment for his sins. 

Left as widow by the premature death of the Count ctf 
Tnsculum and married to Guido, Prince of Tuscany, Marozia, 
after the demise of her second husband, was united by a third 
marriage to Hugo of Provence, brother of Guido. Suc- 
cessively she placed on the pontifical throne Leo VI and 
Stephen Vm, then she gave the tiara to John XI, her younger 
s(m. One of her numerous offspring imprisoned in the same 
dungeon hotb bis mother and his brother, the Pope, and then 
destroyed them. Rumour hath it, however, that a remote 
descendant, who had inherited Harozia's fatal beauty, had been 
mysteriously abducted at an eariy age and concealed in a 
convent, to save her from the contamination and licentious- 
ness, which ran riot in the blood of the women of her house. 
She bad been heard of no more and forgotten long ago. 

After the changes and vicissitudes of half a century the 
family of the Crescentii had taken possession of Castel San 
Angelo, keeping their state in the almost impregnable strong- 
hold, without which the possessian of Rome availed but little 
to any ctmqueror. It was a period marked by brutal passitHis 
and feudal anarchy. The Romans had degenerated to the low 
estate of the barbarian hordes, which had during the great 
upheaval extinguished the Hg^t of ti» Western empire. The 
Crescentii traced their ori^ even to that Theodora of evil 
fame, who had perished in the dungems of the formidable 
keep, and Joliannes Crascentius, the present Senator and 
Patricius, seemed wrapt in dark ruminatitms, as from the win- 
dow of a chamber in the third gallery he looked out into tile 
n^t, gazing upon the eddying ^ber below, bordered by dreary 
huts, thinly interspersed ■mth ilex, and the barren wastaa, 
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from which nwe mutive watch-towers. Far away to Sonfli- 
ward aloped the Alban hills. From the dark waving greens ct 
KoDte Pbido the eye, wandering along the ridge d the QtUiinal, 
nached to the mammoth arches of Constantino's Ba^ca, to 
the cypress bluffs irf Aventine. Almost black th^ looked at 
the iMue, 80 deep was their shade, contrasted with the qiectral 
moon-light, which flooded their eminences. 

The chamber in which the Senator of Rome paced to and 
fro, was large and ezceedin^y j^my, bung lighted only 
by a tingle taper which threw all objects it did not touch into 
deep shadow. This fleiy illumination, casting its uncertain 
glinimer upon the face of Crescentius, revealed thereon an 
expression of deepest gloom and melancholy and bis thoughts 
seemed to roam far away. 

The workings of time, the traces ol furious passions, the 
lines wrought by care and sorrow ware evident in the counte- 
nance ot the Senator of Rome and sometimes gave It in the 
eyes of the phyuognomist an expression <rf melancholy and 
devouring gloom. Only now and then there shot aUiwart 
his features, like lightning through a distant cloud-bank, a 
look of more strenuous daring — of almost terrifying keenness, 
like the edge oi a bare and sharpened sword. 

The features <d Johannes Crescentius were regular, almost 
severe in their classic outlines. It was the Roman ^pe, 
softened by centuries of amalgamation with the descendants 
of the invading tribes of the North. The Lord at Castel San 
Angelo was In the prime of manhood. The dark hair was 
sli^t^ touched with gray, his complexion bronzed. The gray 
^es irith thdr ^ow like polished steel had a Brutus-llke 
e^iresdon, grave and impenetrabto. 

The hour marked the close of a momentous interview. 

Benilo, the Grand Chamberlain, had Just left the Senator^ 

presence. He had been the bearer of strange news which, if 

it proved true, would once more turn the tide at fortune In 
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the Senator'B favour. He hod urged CrescentlaB to make 
the best of tiu opportunity — the momeut might never return 
again. He had unmasked a plot, the plausibility trf which 
had even staggered the Senator's sagacious mind. At fliit 
Crescentiua had fiercely resented the Chamberlain's sugges- 
tions, but by degrees his resistance had lessened and after 
his departure (he course outlined by Benllo seemed to hold 
out a strange fascination. 

After glancing at the sand-clock on the table Crescentius 
ascended the narrow winding stairs leading to the upper 
galleries of the formidable keep, whose dark, blackened walls 
were lighted by tapers in measured intervals, and made his 
way through a dark passage, until he reached the door of an 
apartment at the opposite end of the comdor. He knocked 
and receivii^ no leBponse, entered, doaing the door noiselessly 
behind him. 

On the threshold he paused taking in at a glance the picture 
before him. 

The apartment was lA moderate size. The lamp in the 
oratory was turned low. The windows facing the Campagna 
were open and the soft breeze of night stole into the flower- 
scented room. There was small semblance of luxury about the 
chamber, which was flanked on tme side by an oratory, <m the 
other, by a sleejring room, whose open door permitted a glimpse 
tA a great, high bed, hung with draperies of sarcenet. 

On a couch, her head resting on her bare, white arms re- 
clined Stephania, the consort of the Senator of Some. Tenderly 
the night wind caressed the soft dark curls, which stole down 
her brow. Her right hand supported a head exquisitely beauti- 
ful, while the fingers of the left played mechanically mth the 
folds of her robe. Zoe, her favourite maiden, sat hi dlence 
on the floor, holding in her lap a red and blue bird, which now 
and then flapped its wings and gave forth a strange cry. AH 
else was tilent within and without. 
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Stephsnia'B thoughts dwelt in bygoae days. 

ZistlssB and silent she reclined In her pillows, reviewing 
the past in pictures that mocked her soul. ^11 a few houn 
ago she had believed that she had conquered that madness. 
But something had inflamed her hatred anew and she felt like 
a goddess bent upon punishing the presumption of mortal 

The memory of her hueband holding the emperor's stirrup 
upon the latter's entry into Rome had reldndled in her another 
thought which she most of all had striven to forget. It alone 
had, to her mind, sufficed to make reconciliation to existing 
conditions impossible. Shame and hate seethed anew in her 
soul. She could have strangled the son of Theophano with her 
own hands. 

But did Crescentius himself wish to break the shacklea 
which were forever to destroy the prestige of a noble house, 
that had for more tiian a century ruled the city td Rome? 
Was he content to be the lackey of that boy, before whom a 
mighty empire bowed, a youth truly, imbued with the beauty 
of body and soul which fall but rarely to one mortal's lot — 
but yet a youth, a barbarian, the descendant ot the Homad 
tribM of the great upheaval? Was there no one, worthy of 
the name of a great Roman, who would cement the disin- 
tegrated states (rf Italy, plant his starLdards upon the Caidt(d 
and proclaim liimself lord of new Roman world? And he, her 
husband, from whom at one time she had expected such great 
thin^, was he not cmtent with his lot? Was he not at this 
very moment offering homage to the despised foreigners, 
kissing the sandals <rf a heretical pope, whom a bribed Con- 
clave had placed in the chair of St. Peter through the armed 
manifestation (d an emperor's will? 

The walls of Castel San Angelo weighed upon her like lead, 
i^ce Rome was again defiled by these Northern barbarians, 
whom her countxymen were powerless to repulse, whom thi^ 
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dand not provoke and under whose Insolence they smarted. 
Stephania heaved a deep ^h. Then eTeiything faded from 
her Tinoo, like a landscape shrouded hi mist and she relapsed 
in twilJ^t dreams of a post that had gone forever. 

For a moment Crescentins lingered on fbe threshold, as if 
entranced by the vision of her loveliness. The stem and 
anzioas look, which his face had worn during the interview 
with the Chamberlain, passed off like a summer storm, as he 
stood before his adored wife. She started, as his shadow dark- 
ened the doorway, but the next moment he was at her side, and 
taking both her white hands in his, he drew her towards him 
and gazed with love and scrutiny into the velvet deptiis of 
her eyes. 

For a moment her manner seemed slightly embarrassed 
and there was something in her tone which did not escape the 
Senator's trained ear. 

" I am glad you came," she sfdd after the usual interchange 
of greetings such as lovers indulge hi when brought together 
after a brief separation. " Hy lord's time has been greatly 
occupied in the emperor's absence." 

Crescentius failed not to note the reproach in the tone of 
his wife, even through her smile. She seemed more radiantly 
beautiful than ever at this moment. 

" And what would my queen have? " he asked. " AU I 
have, or ever shall have, is hers." 

" Queen Indeed, — queen of a sepulcher, of the Mausoleum 
of an emperor," she replied scornfully. " But I ask not for 
Jewels or palaces — or women's toys. I am my lord's help- 
mate. I am to take counsel in affairs of state." 

A musing glance broke from the Senator's eyes. 

*' Affairs of state," he said, with a smile and a sigh. " Alas, — 

I hoped when I turned my back on Aventine, there would be 

love awaiting me and oblivion — in Stephaoia's arms. Bat S 

have strange news for you, — has it reached your ear? ** 
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Sbs shook her head. " I know of nottiing Btranset than die 
joevailing state." 

He Ignored the veiled reproach. 

" Hargrave Eckhardt of Ueissen, the German commander- 
in-chief, is bent apon taking holy orders. I thought it was 
an idle rumour, some goadp oi the taverns, but within the 
hour it has been conflrmed to me by a source whose anthen- 
tidfy is above doubt." 

" And your informant? " 

" Benilo, the Chamberiain." 

" And whence this sudden world weariness? " 

" The mastering grief for the death of his wife." 

Stepbania fell to mudng. 

" Benilo," she spoke after a time, " has his own ends in 
new — not yours. Trust him noti " 

Crescentius felt a strange misglnng as he remembered his 
late discourse with the Chamberlain, and the latter's suggestion, 
the primary cause of his visit to Stepliania's apartments. 

" i fear you mistmst him needlessly," he said after a pause. 
" Benito's friendship for the emperor is but the mantie, under 
which he conceals fbe lever that shall raise the Latin worid." 

Stephania gazed absentiy into space. 

" As I lay dreaming in the evening light, looking out upon 
the d^, which you should rule, by reason of your name, by 
reason of your descent, — of a truth, I did marvel at your 
patience." 

A laugh of bitter scorn broke from the Senator's lips. 

" Can the living derive force and energy from a past, that is 
forgotten? Rome does not want tragedies! It wants to be 
danced to, song to and amused. Anything to make the rabble 
forget their own abasement. * Panem et Clrcenses ' has 
been for ever their cry." 

*' Yet ours is a glorious race I Of a blood wUch has flowed 

nntaratobed in the veins of our ancestors for centuries. It 
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has been our proud boast, that not a drop of the mongral 
blood of foreign invadera ever tainted our own. It ii not for 
the Roman rabble I grieve, — it is for oorselTes." 

" Yon have wondered at mj patience, Stephania, at my 
endurance of the foreign yoke, at my seeming indifference to 
the traditions td our house. Would you, after aU, counsel 
rebellion? " 

" I would but have you remember, that you are a Roman," 
Stephania replied with her deep-toned voice. " Stephania'e 
husband, and too good to hold an emperor's stirrup." 

" Then indeed you sorely misjudge me, if you tliink that 
tutder this outward mask of serene subnUssion there slumbers 
a spirit indifferent to the cause of Rome. If the prediction of 
Nilus is true, we have not much time to lose. Send the giri 
away! It is not well that she liear too much." 

The last words, spoken in a whisper, caused Stephania to 
d}ffni*Fff the Greek maid. Then she said: 

" And do you too, my lord, believe in these monldab 



" The world cannot endure forever." 

Crescentius paused, glanced round the apartment, aa if to 
convince himself that there was no other listener. Then he 
rose, and strode to the curtahi, which screened the entrance 
to an inner chamber. ITot until he had convinced himself 
that they were alone, did be resume his seat by the side of 
Stephania. Then he spoke in low and cautious accents: 

** 1 have brooded over the present state, until I am well 
nigh mad. I have brooded ever since the first tidings td Otto's 
approach reached the dty, how to make a last, desperate dash 
for freedom and our old rights. I have conceived a idan, as 
yet known to none bat to myself. Too many faonters spoil 
the chase. We cannot count on the people. Long fasts and 
abstinences have made them cowards. Let them listen to the 
moiikBl Let them howl their Misereres I I will not break Into 
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their rogne'B litany nor deprive them of their chance in pur- 
gatory." 

He paused for a moment, as If endeavouring to bring order 
into his thoughts, then he continued, slowly. 

" It 1b but seemly that the Romans in some way requite 
the afiectlon so royally showered on them by the German 
King. Therefore it ia in my mind to arrange such festivities 
in honour of Otto's return from the shiines of Monte Gaigano, 
as shall cause him to forget the burden of government." 

" And enhance his love for our sunny land, " Stephania 
interposed. 

" That malady Is incurable," Crescentiufl replied. " Otto 
is a ftutastic. He dreams of maldng Rome the capital of the 
earth, — a madness harmless in itself, were it not for Bruno 
in the chair of St. Peter. Single handed their efforts might be 
stemmed. Their combined frenzy will sweep everything before 
it. These festivities ere to dazzle the eyes of the stalwart 
Teutons whose commander is a very Cerberus of watch- 
fulness. Under the cover of merry-making I shall introduce 
into Castsl San Angelo such forces from the Calabrian tiiemes 
as will supplant the lack of Roman defenders. And as for 
the Teutons — their souls will be ours through our women; 
Qieir bodies through our men.** 

Crescentius paused. Stephania too was silent, less sur- 
prised at the message than its suddenness. She had never 
wholly despaired of him. Now his speech revealed to her 
that Crescentius could be as crafty in intrigue as he was b<dd 
in warfare. Proud as she was and averse to dissimulatiMi 
fbe intrigue unmasked by the Senator yet fascinated her, as 
the only means to reach the long coveted goal. " Rome for 
the Romans " had for generations been the watchword of her 
house and so little pains had she taken to disguise her feelings 
that when upon some former occasion Otto had craved an 
audience of ber, an unheard of condescensitm, inspired as much 
io6 
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by her social podtioii as 1^ the fame of her onriTalled beauty, 
Oit imperial envoy bad departed mth an ill-disguised rebuff, 
and Stephanla bad shut herself up irithln the walls ttf a 
convent till Otto and his hosts had retomed beyond the Alps. 

" Within one week, Eckhardt is to be consecrated," Cres- 
centiua continued with alight hesitation, as if not quite assured 
of the directness of his arguments with regard to the request 
he was about to prefer, "Every pressure is being brought 
to bear upon him, to keep him true to his purpose. Even a 
guard is — at Benilo's instigation — to be placed at the portals 
of St. Peter's to prevent any mischance whatsoever durhig the 



He paused, to watch the effect of his speech upon Stephanla 
and to ascertain if he dared proceed. But as he gazed into 
the face of the woman he loved, he resolved that not a shadow 
of suspicion should ever cloud that white brow, caressed by 
the dark wealtib of her silken hair. 

" The German leader removed for ever," Crescentius con- 
tinued, " immured alive within the inexorable walls of the 
ckdster — small is indeed the chance for another Gennan 
rtctoiy." 

" But will King Otto acquiesce to lose liis great leader? " 

**BenUo is fast supplanting Eckhardt in Otto's favour. 
BenDo wishes what Otto wishes. Benllo sees what Otto sees. 
Benilo speaks what Otto thinks. Rome is padfied ; Rome is 
content; Rome is happy; what need of heavy armament? 
Eckhardt reviles the Romans, — he reviles Benilo, he reviles 
the new state, — he insists upon kee^g hk iron hosts 
fai the Neronian field, — within sight of Castel San Angelo. 
It was to be Benilo or Eckhardt — you know the result." 

" But if you were deceived," Stephanla replied witti a 
shudder. " Your eagle spirit often ascends where mine fails 
to follow. Yet, — be not over-bold." 

" I am not dec^vedl I bide my time. Tis not by force 
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nun Blay the rushing bull. Otto would ragenerate the 
Roman world. Bat he himBelf is to be the God of his new 
state, a jealous God who brooks no rival — only subjects or 
slaves. He has nursed this dream until it is part of himself, 
of his own flesh and blood. What may you expect of a youth, 
who, not content to absorb the Unng, calls the dead to his aid? 
He shall nevermore recross the Alps alive." 

Crescentius' tone grew gloomy as he continued. 

" I bear the youth no grud^, nor ill-mU. — But Some 
cannot share. He has a power of which he is himself nn- 
cooBcious; it is the inheritance from lus Hellenic mother. 
Were he conscious of its use, hardly the grave would be a safe 
refuge for us. Once Rome triumphed over Hellas. Shall 
Hellas trample Rome in the dust in the person of this boy, 
whose unspoken word will sweep our old traditions from the 
soU?" 

" But this power, this weakness as you call it — what is 
it?" Stephania interposed, raising her head questioningly. 
" I know you have not scrutinized the armour, which encases 
that fantastic soul, without an effort to discover a Saw." 

" And I have discovered it," Crescentius replied, his heart 
heating strai^y. Stephania herself was leading up to the 
fatal subject of his viut; but in the depths of his soul ha 
trembled for fear of himself, and wished he had not come. 

" And what have you discovered? " Stephania persisted 
curiously. 

" The weak spot in the armour," be replied, avoiding her gaze. 

" la there a remedy? " 

" We lack but the skilful physician." 

Stephania raised herself from her recumbent podtion. 
Vntb pale and colourless face she stared at the speaker. 

** Sorely — you would not resort to — " 

She paused, her lips refusing to utter the words. 

CiMcentiui shook his head. 
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" If nich vera my detira, the steel of John of the Catacomlw 
wens^rifter. Ho, — iti8notlifcethat,"hecoutiiiuedmuMiigly, 
as if testing the gronnd inch by indi, tB he advanced. '* A 
fToman's band must lead the youth to the fateful brink. A 
woman must enwrap him and entrap him; a woman must 
cull the hidden secrats from his heart; — a woman must make 
him forget time and eternity, forget the volcano, on whose 
crater he stands, — until the great bell of the Capitol shall 
toll the hour of dotnn for German dominlcm in Rome." 

He paused, trembling, lest she might read and anticipate 
the thoughts of his heart. 

But she seemed not to guess them, for with a smile she said : 

" They say the boy has never loved." 

" Thereon have I built my plans. Some Circe must be 
found to administer to him the fatal lotus, — to estrange 
him from his country, from bis leaders, from his hosts." 

*' But where is one to be trusted so supremely? " she 
questitmed. 

Cnscentius bad anticipated the question. 

" Then is but oae in all Rome — but one." 

" And she? " the question came almost in a whisper. " Do 
you know her? " 

Crescentius breathed hard. For a moment he closed Us 
eyes, praying inwardly for courage. At last he replied wifli 
seeming indifference: 

" I have known her long. She is loyal to Rome and true to 
herself." 

" Her name? " she insisted. 

** Stephania." 

A wild laugh resounded in the chamber. Its echoes seemed 
to mock those two, who faced each other, trembling, colouiiess. 

** That was Benilo's advice." 

Like a knife-thrust the words from Stephania*B lips i^erced 
the heart of the Senator of Rome. 
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Stephania stared at him in such bevUdeiment, as if aha 
thought him Dud. But when he remained silent, when ehe 
read in his downcast eyes the mute confirmation of his speecli, 
she sprang from her conch, facing him in the whole splen- 
door (tf Iwr heauty. 

" Surefy you are jesting, my lord, or else you rave, you are 
mad? " slu cried. " Or can it be, that my ears tinlde with 
Bome mockery <tf the fiend? SpeakI You have not said it! 
Ton did not I You dared not." 

She removed a stray lock of hair from her snow wliite brow, 
while her eyes Inimt into those of Crescentius, like two orbs 
of living fire. 

" Your ean did not belie you, Stephania," the Senator said 
at last. " I said you are the one — the only one." 

With these words he took ber hands in his and attempted to 
draw her down beside him, but she tore them from his grasp, 
while hm face alternately paled and flushed. 

" Nay," she spoke with cutting irony, " the Senator of Rome 
is a model husband. He disdains the dagger and poison 
pUal, instead he barters his wife. Yon have an admirable code 
of morality, my lord! lis a pi^ I do not share your views, 
else the fiend might teach me how to profit by your suggestion." 

Crescentiua did not interrupt thefiow of her indignation, 
hut his face Iwtrayed a keenness of anguish which did not 
escape Steptiania's penetrating gaze. She approached him and 
laying her hands on his shoulders bade him look her hi the eye. 

" How could you say this to me? " she spoke in softer, yet 
reproachful tones. " How could you? Has it come to the 
pass where Rome can but be saved by the arts of a wanton? 
U so, then let Rome perish, — and we ourselves be buried under 
her ruins." 

Her eyes reflected her noble, uudauntad spirit and never had 
Stephania appeared more beautiful to the Senator, her husband. 

** Your WMds are the seal of loyalQr upon your soul, Ste- 
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phania," CnBcentiiu replied. " Think you, 1 would cast 
away my jewel, cast it before these barbarians? But yoa do 
not understand. I will be more plain. It was not that part 
you ware to assume." 

Stephania resumed her seat by his side. Her bosom heaved 
and her eyes peered dimly through a mist oi tears. 

" Of all the hosts who crossed the Alps with him," Cres- 
centius spoke with a voice, unsteady at first, but gradually 
gaining the strength of his own convictions, " none shares the 
emperor's dreams, none his hopes of reconstruction. An 
embassy from the Palatinate is even now on the way, to demand 
his return. — Not be I But there is one, the twin of his mind 
and soul — Gregory the Pontiff, who will soon have his hands 
full with a refractory Conclave, and will not be able to succour 
tUs friend in the realization of his fantastic dreams. He must 
be encouraged, — his watchfulness beguiled until we ore 
strong enough to strike the final blow. Only an intellect 
equal to his own dares assail the task. He must be led by a 
firm hand, by a hand which he trusts — but by a hand never 
forgetful of its purpose, a hand closed to bribery of chattel or 
soul. He must be ruled by a mind that grasps all the strange 
excrescences of his own diseased brain. Let him build up his 
fantastic dream-empire, while Rome rallies her forces for a 
final reck(»iing, then let the mirage dissolve. This is the part 
I had asidgned to you. I can entrust it to none else. Our hopes 
hang upon the fulfilment. Thus, his hosts dissatisfied, the 
electors muttering beyond the Alps, the Romans awakening 
to their own disgrace, the king at odds with his leaden 
and himself, the pontiff menaced by the hostile Cardinals, there 
Is one hope left to us, to crush the invaders — our last. If it 
miscarries, — there will not be gibbets enough in the Cam- 
pagna for the heads that will swing." 

Stephania had gradually regained her composure. Raiiinc 
her eyet to those of Crescentius, she said with hedtation: 
izz 
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" There ie troth In youi words, but I like not the taik. I 
hate Otto mth all my Roman heart; with aH my booI do I 
hate that boy whose lof^ aims shame onr depra^ty. Tis 
an ill time for maskB and mummeries. Why not entrust the 
talk to the one so eminently fitted tot it, — Benilo, the glitteimg 
snake? " 

" There will be work enough for all of us," Crescentlus 
replied evadvely. Somehow he hated to admit even to his 
wife, that he mistrusted the Chamberiain's serpent wisdom. 
He had gone too far. He dared not recede without betraying 
his own mis^^Tlngs. 

Stephania heaved a deep tigh. 

" What would you have me do? " 

" Tott have so far studiously avoided the king. You have 
not even permitted him to feast his eyes on the most beautiful 
woman in all Rome. Be gradous to him, enter into his 
vagaries, point out to him old temples and forgotten tombs, 
newly dug-upfriexes and musty crypts I Tell him of our legends 
and lead him back into the past, from whose labyrinth no 
Ariadne will gidde him back to the present hour, — It is for 
Rome I ask." 

" Truly, were I a man, I would not trap my foe by woman's 
wiles, as long as I could grip mace or lance. Is there no man 
among all these Romans of youis treacherous enough for 
the task?" 

*' It is even their treachery I dread," replied Crescentlus. 
" Ambition or the lust of gain may at the last moment carry 
nctoiy from the field. Hy maxim, you know: Trust none — 
Fear none I These festivities are to dazzle the aim oi sos- 
lAcion, to attach the people once more to our cause and to 
give you the desired opportuniQr to spread your nets. Then 
lead him step for step away frtun life, until he shall himself 
become but a spectre of the past." 

" It is a game unworthy of yon and me," Stephania rejdied 
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after a long paose. " To beguile a trusting foe — but the end? 
What is it to be? " 

" Once in the coundls of the king, you will toll his sui- 
incionB to shunberl You will counteract the pressure of his 
flaxen-haired leaders 1 You will make him a puppet in your 
hands, tliat has no mil save yours. Then sound the watch- 
word : Rome and Crescenttus I " 

" I too love glory," Stephania spoke almost Inaudibly. 
" Glory achieved by valonr, not intrigue. Give me time, my 
lord. As yet I hardly know if I am fitted for the high misdon 
you have laid out for me. Give me but time." 

** There shall be no farther mention of this matter between 
OS," Crescentius replied. " Ton will be worthy of your self 
and of Rome, whose fates I have laid into your hands. The 
task is grave, but great will be the reward. Where wiH the 
present state lead to7 Is there to be no limit to humiliation? 
Is every rebellion unlawful? Has Fate stamped tm our brow. 
Suffer and be sUent 7 " 

" For whom then is this comedy to be enacted? " 

Crescentius shrugged his shoulders. 

" Say for ourselves if you will. Deem you, Stephania, I 
would put my head In the sling for that howling mob down 
yonder in their hovels? For the rabble which would stone him, 
who ^ves them bread ? Or for the barons of Rome, who 
have encroached upon our sovereignty ? If Fate mil but grant 
me victory, their robber dens shall crumble into dust, as if 
an earthquake had levelled them. For this I have planned diis 
Comedy <tf Love — for this alone." 

Stephania slowly rose from her seat beside the Senator. 
Every vestige of colour had faded from her face. 

" Surely I have not heard aright," she said. ** Did you say 
' Comedy of Love ' ? " 

Crescentius laughed, a low but nervous laugh. 

" Why .stare yon so, Stephania, as if I bade you in all trutii 
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to betray me? Is it bo hard to feigo a little allectimi for 
this wingless cherub whom you are to mould to your fandM? 
The choice is his, — until — " 

" Until it is his no longer," Stephania muttered under her 
breath, which quickly came and went. 

There was a pause of some duration, during which the 
Senator of Rome restlessly paced the apartment. Stephania 
had resumed her former station and seemed lost in deep 
rumination. From widiout no sounds were audible. The 
city slept. The evening star burnt low down in the horizon. 
The moon sickle slept on the crests of the mountanu of Albano. 

At last Stephania rose and laid her white arm on the shoulder 
of the Senator of Rome. 

" I will do your bidding," she aaid slowly, looking straight 
into his eyes, " for the glory of Rome and your own I " 

"For our glory," Crescentlus replied with a deep sigh of 
relief. " I knew you would not fail me in this hour of need." 

Stephania raised her hand, as if deprecatLog the reward. 

" For your glory alone, my lord, — it will suffice for both 
of us," ^e replied hurriedly, as her arms sank down by her 
side. 

" Be it so, tdnce you so wish it," Crescentlus replied. " I 
thank you, Stephania 1 And now farewell. It waxes late and 
grave matters of state require my instant attention. Await 
not my return to-night." 

And kissing her brow, Crescentlus hurriedly left his wife's 
apartment and ascended a spiral stairway, leading to the 
chamber of his astrologer. Suddenly he staggered, as if he 
had seen his own ghost and turned sick at heart. 

" What have I donel " he gasped, grasping his forehead 
with both hands. " What have I donel " 

Was it a presentiment that suddenly rushed over him, 

prompting him to retrace his steps, prompting him to take 

back bis request? For a moment he wavered. His pride and 
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his love stniKled for supremacy, — Irat pride conqoered. 
He would not have Stephania think that he feared a rival on 
earth. He would not have her helieve that be questioned 
her love. 

After Crescetttius had departed from the chamber, Stephania 
gazed long and wistfully into the starlit night widiout, so 
calm and so serene. 

Then a laugh, wild and shrill, broke from her Ups, and 
sinking back among her cushions, a shower of tears came to 
her relief. 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE SBRHON IN THE GHETTO 

HE Contabemiiim Sshtteonaa, 
as it is loftily Gtrl«d ^ tbe 
pontiflcal edicts of the time, 
tbe Roman Ghetto, was a dis- 
trict of considerable extent, 
reclaimed originally from the 
smmpe of the Tiber at the foot 
of the Capitoline Kll, and sur- 
rounded either by lofty walls, 
or houses which were not per- 
mitted to have even a loop-hole to the exterior. Five massive 
gates, guarded by the halberdiers erf tbe Roman magistrate 
were opened at sun-rise and closed at sun-set to emit and to 
receive back their jealously guarded inmates, objects of un- 
ntterable contempt and loathing with the populace, into whose 
heart the Catholic Church of the Middle Ages had infused a 
veneration and love for the person of the Redeemer rather 
than for his attributes, and whose pasaons and devotions were 
as yet unalloyed by the skepticism and indifference which 
began to pervade the higher ranks ot society in the century 
of the Renaissance. 

Three or four times a year, a grand attempt at convertitm 
was made, the Pope appmnting the most renowned eccletiastics 
to deliver the sermons. 

On the occaaon about to be described towards the end ai 

the year 999, tba Jews had good reason to expect a more than 

commtnly devout throng in the train of the pcmtiflcal delegate. 
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They had prepared accordingly. Upon rateiing tiie gates of 
the Ghetto the beholder was struck ^th Ox dreary and melan- 
choly upect of the houses and the empthiess of the little shops 
which appeared like holes in the walls. Such predous wares 
as they possessed had been as carefully concealed as those 
they'had abstracted on the eve (tf their departure from Egypt. 
The exceeding narrowness of the streets, which ware in some 
parts scarcely wide enough to allow two persraiB to walk 
abreast, and seemed in a manner arched, in-as-much as one 
story extended above the others, increased the disagreeable 
effect. Noisome smells greeted the nostrils on every turn and 
ttie flutter ot rags from numerous dark lattices seemed to 
testify to the poverty within. 

Such the Roman Ghetto appeared on the eve of the great 
harangue for which the reigning Pontiff, Gregory V, had, in 
accordance with the tradition of the Holy See, delegated tiie 
most renowned light of the church. Hot a Jew was to be seen, 
much less a Jewess, throughout the whole line of march from 
the gates of the Ghetto to the lai^e open square where they 
held their marirets, and where they bad been summoned to 
assemble In mass. The long narrow and intricate windings 
misled many who did not keep pace mth the Pope's delegate 
and his attendants, but the greater part of the rabble rushed 
into the square like a mountain stream, leaping over opposing 
boulders, touting, laughing, yelling and crushing one another, 
as if they were taking possession of a conquered city. 

The square itself was paved with volcanic tufo, very un- 
even^ laid. In the center was a great fountain of granite 
^thont the least ornament, intended excIoMvely for the use of 
Qie inmates of this dreary quarter. Lito this square radiated 
numberless streets and alleys giring its disordered architecture 
the appearance of being reft and split into chasms, some of the 
houses being doubtfully propped mth timbers. 

Round the fountain stone benches had been arranged vifb. 
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tables of similar crude material, at which usually sat the 
Elders, who decided all disputes, rej^ulated the market and 
governed this imier emigre pertly by the maYimn of common 
sense and justice, partly by the laws prescribed by their sacred 
books, severe indeed and executed with rigour, without 
provoking a thought of appeal to the milder and often opposing 
Christian judicature. 

But now this Sanhedrim was installed in its place of honour 
for a different purpose; to hear with outward complacency 
and inner abhomnce their ancient law denounced and ite 
abolition or reform advocated. For this purpose a movaUe 
pulpit, which resembled a bronze caldron on a tripod, carried 
by four Jewish converts, was duly planted under ttie suprenw 
direction of ihe companion friar (rf the pontifical delegate* 
who ordered its poution reversed several times, ere It se e med 
to suit his fancy. 

The delegate ot the Pope himself, surrounded by the pcmtiflctl 
guards, was still kneeling in silent prayer, when a stranger, 
who had followed the procession from afar, entered the GhettOt 
unremarked in the general tumult and esconced himself out 
of observation in a dark doorway. From his point of vantage, 
Eclihardt had leisure to survey ttie whole pandemonium. 
On his left there rose an irregular pile of wood-work, built not 
without some pretentions to architecture, with quaint carvings 
and devices of birds and beasts on the exposed joints and irin- 
dow-fnunes, but in a state of ruinous decay. About mldheight 
sloped a pent-house mth a narrow balcony, supported like many 
of the other buildings by props of timber, set against it from 
the ground. The lower part of the house was closed and barred 
and had the appearance of having been forsaken for decades. 

While, himself unseen Eckhardt surveyed every detail at 

his surroundings ; the preparations for the sermon continued. 

Beyond the seats of the Elders was assembled the great mass 

ot those who were to profit by the exhortation, remszkabl* 
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for their long unkempt beards, their glittering eyes and their 
peculiar phy^ognomieB. 

Beyond the circle of these compelled neophytes a tmnultuous 
moh struggled for the poesesdon of every point, whence a view 
of the proceedings could be obtained, quarrelling, scoffing and 
buffeting the unresting Jews, whose policy it was not to offer 
the least pretext for pillage and general massacre, which on 
these occamons hovered over their heads by a finer thread 
than that to which hung the sword of Damocles. 'Wthout 
expostulations tliey submitted to the rude swaying of the mob, 
to their blows and revilings, oppodng to their tormentors a 
seemingly inexhaustible endurance. But ttie horror, annety, 
and rage which glowed hi their bosoms were strongly reflected 
in their faces, peering through the smoky glare of innumerable 
torches, which they were compelled to exhibit at all the windows 
of their houses. Engaged in this office only now and then a 
woman appeared for a brief histant, for the most part withered 
and old, or veiled and muffled with more than Turkish scnipu- 



At last the pulpit was duly hoisted and placed to the satis- 
faction vt the attending friar. The Pope's delegate having 
concluded his prayer arose and two of the Elders advanced, 
to present bim with a copy of the Old Testament, for from their 
own laws were they to be refuted. They offered it with a deep 
Oriental bend and the humble request, that the representative 
of his Holiness, their sovereign, would be pleased to deliver his 
message. The monk replied briefly that it was not the message 
of any earthly power which he was there to deliver and then 
mounted the pulpit by a ladder, which his humbler associate 
held for bim. The attendant friar then sprinkled a lustration 
round the pulpit with a bunch of hyssop, which he had dipped 
in an urn of holy water. This he lowered liberally upon the 
Elders who dared not resent it, and ground their teeth in 
impotent rage. 

"9 
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Strangely interested, as Eckhardt' found bimself in the 
scene about to be enacted, watching the rolling human sea 
under the dark blue night-sky, he found bis own curiodty 
■hared by a second personage, who had taken bis pontion 
immediately below ttie door-way, in wliich he stood concealed. 
This worthy wore a large hat, slouched over his face, which 
gave him the appearance (rf a peasant from the marslieB; but 
his dirty gray mantle and crooked staff denoted Iiim a pilgrim. 
Of hie features very little was to be seen, save his glittering 
minz-eyes. These he kept fixed on the balcony of the mined 
house, which had also attracted £ckhardt*s attention. At 
other times that worthy's gaze searched the shadows be- 
neath the gloomy structure with something of mingled 
scrutiny and scorn. 

" Surely this boasted steel-heartod knave of yours means 
to play us false ? Where is the rogue ? He keeps us waiting 
kmg." 

These words, as Eckhardt perceived, were addressed to an 
individual, who, to judge from the mask he wore, did not wish 
to be recognized. 

** Were it against the flend, I would warrant him," answered 
a hushed vcuce. " But folks here have a great reverence for 
this holy man, who goes to comfort a plague-stricken patient 
more cheerfully than another visits his lady-love. And, if 
he needs must die, were it not wiser to venture the deed in 
some of the lonely places he haunts, than here in the midst 
(tf tiiouaands ? " 

" Nay," replied bis companion in an nnderttme, every 
word of which was understood by his unseen listener. 
** Ben alone can a tumult be raised without much danger, 
and as easUy quelled. I do not set forests on fire, to warm 
n^ feet. Here they will lay the mischief to the Jews — else- 
where, suspicion would be quickly aroused, for what bravo 
would deem it worth his while to slay a wietched m<mk ? " 
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Again the pseudo-pilgrim's associate peered into the shodowB. 
Then he plucked his companion by the steeve of liis mantle. 

" Yonder he comes — and by all my sins — Btreaming like 
a water-dog I Raise your staff, but no — he sees us," con- 
cluded the masked individual, shrinking back into the shadows. 

Presently a third individual joined the pilgrim and his 
friend. 

" Don Giovan I Thou dog I How long hast kept me gaping 
for thee! " the principal speaker hissed into the bravo's face 
as he limping approached. " But, by the mass, — who baptized 
thee so late in life ? " 

There was something demoniacal in the sunken, cadaverous 
countenance of John (tf the Catacombs, as he peered into the 
speaker's eyes. His ashen-pale face with the low brow and 
inflamed eyelids, never more fittingly illustrated a living 
sepulchre. He growled some inarticulate reponse, half stifled 
by impotent rage and therefore lost upon his listener. For at 
this moment the voice of the preacher was heard above aU 
the confused noise and din in the large square, reading a He- 
brew text, which he subsequently translated into Latin. It 
was the powerful voice of the speaker, which prevented Eck- 
hardt from distinctly hearing the account which the hiavo 
gave of his forced immersion. But towards the conclusion of 
his talk, the pilgrim drew the bravo deeper into the shadows 
of the overhan^g balcony and now their conversation became 
more distinct. 

" Dog of a villain I " he addressed John of the Catacombs. 
" How dare yon say that you ^rill fail me in tiiis ? Have you 
forgotten our compact ? " 

" That I have not, n^ lord," replied the bravo, shuddering 
with fear and the cold of his dripping garments. " But an 
angel was sent for the prevention of the deed! No man would 
have braved John of the Catacombs and lived." 

" Thou needest not proclaim my rank before aU this rabUe," 
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growled the pseudo-iulgrim. ** Have I not wsroed tlwe, idiot 7 
Deemest thou an angel woiild have touched tliee, witliont 
blasting thee ? What had thine aBsailant to do to stir up 
the muddy waveE 7 An angell Coward 7 Is the bribe not 
lai^ enough ? ITame thine own hire then! *' 

" A pyramid of gold shall not bribe me to it," replied the 
bravo doggedly. " But I am a true man and will keep no 
hire which I have not earned. So come with me to the cata- 
combs, and I will restore all I have received of your gold. 
But the saints protect that holy man — I will not touch 
him I " 

The pilgrim regarded the speaker with ill-repressed rage. 

" Holy — maybe — ," he sneered, " holy, according to thy 
country^ proverb : ' La Cruz en los pechos, el diablo en los 
hechoB.' Thou superstitious slave! What has one like thou 
to fear from either angel or devil 7 " 

" May my soul never see paradise, if I lift steel against that 
holy man 1 " persisted the bravo. 

"Fool! Coward! Beast! " snarled die lulgrim, gnashing 
Us teeth like a baffled tiger. " You refuse, when this monk's 
destruction will set the mob in such roaring mutiny as will 
give your noble associates, whom I see swarming from afar, 
a chance to commence a work that will enrich you for ever 7 " 

" For ever ? " repeated the bravo, somewhat dubiously. 
** But — it is impossible. See you not he is surroimded 1^ 
the naked swords of the guards 7 I thought he would have 
come darkling through some narrow lone, according to his 
wont, else I should never — moreover I have taken an oatii, 
my lord, and a man would not willingly damn himself I " 

" Wiii you ever and ever forget my injunction and how 
much depends upon its observance7" snarled the disguised 
pilgrim, looking cautiously around. " I warn you again, not 
to proclaim my rank before all your cut-throats I Tou swore," 
he then continued more sedately, " not to lift steel against 
ua 
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himi But have I not seen you farii^ down an eagle's flight 
with your cross-bow ? Where is it ? " 

" I have sold it to some foreigD Irad, from beyond the 
Alps, where ttiey love such distant fowling," the bravo re- 
plied guardedly. " I for my part prefer to steal my game with 
a dub, or a dagger." 

" Ton have no choice 1 Wait I Z think I can yet provide 
you with a weapon such as you require I I have for some 
time observed yonder worthy, whoever he may be, staring at 
tliat old bower, as if it contained some enchanted piincesa," 
said the pilgrim, emerging slightly from under the shadows 
of the doorway and beckoning John of the Catacombs to his 
tide. This movement brought the two — for the third seemed 
to be engaged in a look-out for probable danger — closer 
to Eckhardt, Imt luckity mthout coming in contact with 
him, for it may be conjectured that he had no desire to 
expose himself to a conflict in the dark, with three such 
oppcments. 

The perscmage indicated by the disguised julgiim had in- 
deed for some time been engaged in scrutinizing the form of 
a young girl, who, seeming)^ attracted by the novelty of the 
scene below had appeared behind a window of the apparently 
deserted bouse, vainly soliciting her attentions mth gestorea 
and smiles. He was of middling height, but very stout and 
burly of frame, a kind of brutal good humour and joviaUty 
being not entirely unmingled with his harsher traits. 

" By the mass I " the disguised pilgrim turned to the object 
of lus scrutiny, in whom we recognize no lesser a personage 
than Gian ^^telozzo, as he cautiously approached and saluted 
him. " I see your eyes are caught tool " 

He winked at the window which seemed to hold the fasdna- 
ticm tm the other, then nodded approval. 

'* Saw you ever a prettier piece of flesh and blood ? " 

** Yet she looks more like a waxen image than a woman 
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of tbe BtoS you meation, Sir Pilgrim," retnnud the noblenuui 
in a barbarotw jargon of tenth century Latin. 

" Sb» is poisoned by the stench amid which she Uves, and 
it vere chari^ to take her out of it," replied the iHlgrim, 
with a awift glance at the cross-bow stung over the others 
shoulders. 

" Ay, by the niassi You speak tnithl " affirmed Vitelozzo, 
while a fourth personage, whom he bad not heretofore obseiredf 
had during thmr discourse emerged from the shadows and 
had rilently joined the survey. 

" Would the whole Ghetto were put to plunder 1 " Gighed 
the baron, turning to tbe i^lgrim, " but I am under severe 
penance now by oMer of the Vicar of the Church." 

" You must indeed have wrought some special deed oi 
grace, to need his intercesdon," the pilgrim sneered witti 
disgusting familiarity. 

Vitelozzo peered into the face of his interlocutor, doubtful 
whether to resent the pleasantry or to feel flattered. Then he 
shrugged his shoulders. 

" 'Twas but for relieving an old man of some few evil days 
of pains and aches," he then replied carelessly. " But nnce 
we are at questioning, — what merit is yours to travel so far 
with the cockle-shells ? Surely 'twas not just to witness the 
crumbling of this planet into its primeval dust ? " 

" They say — I killed my brother," replied the disguised 
pilgrim coldly. 

*' Mine was but my uncle," said Vitelozzo eageriy, as if 
rejoicing in the comparative inferiority of his crime. " 'Us 
true he had pampered me, when a child, but who can wait 
for ever for an ii^ritance 7 " 

** Ay — and old men never die," replied the pseudo-pilgrim 
gjoomlly. " You are a bold fellow and no doubt a soldier too," 
he continued, simulating ignorance of the other's rank, in 
Older to gain his point. " I have been a good part ot mine 

134 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SERMON IN THE GHETTO 

a silly monk. As you see, I am still in the weeds. T«t I will 
wagei, tbat I dare do the very thing, which you are even now 
but daring to think.** 

" What am I thinking then ? I pray your woiship enlighten 
my poor understanding," replied the nobleman sarcastically. 

" You are marking how convenientty those timbers are set 
to the balcony of yonder crow's nest, for a man to climb up 
imobserved, and that you would be glad if you could summon 
the courage to scale it to the scorn of this circumcized mob," 
said the pilgrim. 

\^telozzo laughed scornfully. 

" For the fear of It ? I have clambered up many a strong 
waU wi^ only my dagger's aid, when boiling lead poured down 
among us like melting snow and the devil himself would have 
kept his foot from the ladder. But," he concluded as if re- 
membering that it behooved not his own dignity to continue 
parley with the pilgrim, " who are you, tbat yon dare bandy 
words with me ? " 

The pilgrim considered it neither opportune nor discreet to 
introduce himself. 

" My staS against your cross-bow," he replied boastfully 
instead. " You dare not attempt it and I wUl succeed in it! " 

" By the foul fiend! Not until I have failed," replied Vite- 
lozzo, colouring. " Hold my cross-bow while I climb. But 
if yon mean miscbief or deceit, know better than to practise 
it, for I am not what I seem, but a great lord, who would as 
soon crack your empty pate as an egg ! " 

The pseudo-pilgrim replied apparentiy with some warmth, 
but as the preacher's tone now rose above the surrounding 
buzz only the concluaoa of his speech was audible, wherein 
he declared that he would restore the noble's cross-bow or 
rouse his friends to bis as^tance In the event of danger. 
Ttds compact concluded Eckhardt noted that the Roman 
baron gave his helmet, cross-bow and other accoutrements, 
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which wore likely to prove an impediment, into the core of 
the pilgrim, and prepared to accomplish his insolent purpose. 

The disguised pilgrim, whose Identity Eckhardt had vainly 
endeavoured to estabish, now retired instantly and rejoined 
his companioiu, who had been eagerly listening in their con- 
cealment under the doorway. The newcomer, who had fm 
a time swelled their number, had retreated tmobserved after 
having concluded liis obaervatious, as it seemed, to his satis- 
faction, for Eckhardt saw him nod to himself ere he vanished 
from sight. 

" Here then is a weapon, Don (Hovan, if yon would not 
rather have the point in your own skull," the pilgrim said, 
handing the bravo a small bow of peculiar constructiim which 
^telozzo was wont to carry on his fowling expeditions, as he 
sfyled his uightiy ezcnisions, 

" Koreover," the pilgrim continued enconia^n^, noting 
the manifest reluctance on the part of the bravo, " I have 
caused you a pretty diverdon. When tiie tumult, which this 
villain will raise, shall begin, you have but to adjust the arrow 
and watch the monk's associate. When he raises his hand — 
letflyl" 

John of the Catacombs shivered, but did not reply, while 
Eckhardt scrutinized the mraik indicated by the pilgrim, 
as well as tiie glare of tiie torches and their delusive light 
would penoit. Bnt his face bung averted, he again tamed 
his attention to the trio in the shadows below. 

The pontifical delegate meanwhile continued his sermon as 
unconcerned as if his deadliest enemy did not stand close beade 
him ready to imprint on his brow the pemidoos kiss of Judas. 

" Fear you aught for your foul carcass and the thing you 
call your soul 7 " the pilgrim snarled, seemingly exasperated 
by the reluctance of tiie instrument to obey the master's behest. 
" Fear you for your salvation, when so black a wretch as 
Vitelozzo — for I know the ruffian, who slew his benefactor, — 
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hazards both for a fool's frolic 7 Tlie numk la a tair vaaikl 
Look but at him perched in the polirit yonder, with hia anna 
spread out as if he would fly straightway to heavenl " 

" He looks like a black crudflzion," muttered the tnrnvo 
with a shudder. 

" Tush, foolt You can easily conceal yourself in these 
shadows, for the blame will fall on the Jews and the uproar 
which I will raise at different extremities of the crowd will 
divert all attention from the perpetrator of the deed ! " 

Jolm of the Catacombs seenud to yield gradually to the 
force of the other's arguments. The deed accomplished, it had 
been agreed that they would dive into the very midst of the 
congested throngs and urge the inflamed minds to the exter- 
mination (rf the hated race of the Ghetto. 

Eckhardt's c<mBtemation upcm listening to this devilish 
plot was so great, that for a time he lost dght of the would- 
be assailant of the young girl, whom he was unable to see 
from his concealment almost directly beneath the balcony. 
Again he was staggered by the Hil^inina confronting him, 
how best to direct his energies for the prevention of the double 
Clime. To rush forth and, giving a signal to the pontLBcal 
guards, to proclaim the intended treacheiy, would perhaps in 
any other country, age or place have been suffldent to counter- 
act the plot. But in this case it was most likely to secure the 
triumph of the offenders. It was far from improbable, that 
the projectors of this deed ot darkness, upon finding their 
dnlster designs baffled, would fall combined upon whosoever 
dared to cross their path, and rilence him for ever ere he had 
time to reveal thrir real purpose. In the rancorous irritation 
and mutually suspidous state vt men's minds the least spark 
might kindle a universal blaze. The fears and hatred ctf both 
parties would probably interpret the first flash of steel into a 
dgnal for preconcerted massacre and the very consequences 
aou^t to be averted would inevitably follow. 
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A fnrthei drcimutaiice which baffled Eckhardt was the 
ccnae at the implacable hatred, which the moving spirit of tbe 
trio seemed to bear the pontifical delegate. Bnt the sagaaoos 
intellect of tbe man hito whoee hands fate had so opportunely 
placed a lever for preventing a crime, whose canseqnences it 
was difficult to even sormiae, suggested these dangers and 
tbeir remedies almost nmoltaneously. Thus he patiently 
awaited the separation of tbe colleagues on tbeir several enter- 
prises, regarding the monk with renewed interest in this new 
and appalling light. 

His tail and commanding form was to be seen from every 
pi^t. The austerity and gloom of the speaker's coimtenance 
only seemed to aid in displaying more brilliantiy the irraiUa- 
tions of the mind which illumined it. His harangue seemed 
imbued ^th something of supernatural in8piiati<m and dark 
as had appeared to Eckhardt the motive for the contemplated 
crime, the probable reason suddenly flashed through his 
mind. For in the pulpit stood Gerbert of Aorillac, Archbishop 
of Rheims, Bishop of Savenna, tbe teacher of the Emperor, 
the friend of the Pontiff, he who was so soon as Sylvester II 
to be crowned with the Triple llara <rf St. Peter. 

Bat there was no time for musing if the double crime was 
to be prevented. For John of the Catacombs, who had now 
turned his hack on the crowds, had possessed himself of 
\^telozzo's cross-bow and was tightening the bow-strings. 
With equal caution, to avcdd betraying his presence, Eckhardt 
unsheathed his sword. But the jar of the blade against the 
scabbard, though ever so slight, startled the outlaw's atten- 
tiim. He paused for a moment, listening and glancing fur- 
tively about. Then he muttered to himself: "A rat," and 
lestuned his occupation, while Eckhardt slowly stepped from 
his concealment, taking bis station direcUy behind the kneeling 
bravo, unseen by the pilgrim and the letter's silent companion. 

A brilliant glow, emanating from some mysterious soiuce 
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near Uie monk and which many aftennuds contended as 
having proceeded directly from his person, suddenly illumined 
not only the square, the pontifical delegate, and the monk, 
who held his arms aloft as if implorli^; a benediction, but like- 
wise the towering form (d Eckhardt, leaning on his bare and 
glittering brand. 

With a yell as if he had seen a wild beast crouching for its 
deadly spring, John of the Catacombs sprang up, onfy to be 
instantly struck down by a mighty blow from the commander's 
gauntleted hand. He lay senseless on the ground, covered 
vrith blood. The bow had fallen from his grasp. Setting his 
foot on the outlaw's breast, Eckhardt hesitated for a moment 
whether to rid Rome of so m<mstrous a nllain, or spare him, 
in order to learn the real instigators of the crime, when a 
iderdng shriek from above convinced him that while the bravo 
bad failed, the high-bom ruffian had been more successful. 

There was no time for parley. 

Trampling with his crushing weight over the bravo's breast 
Eckhardt turned towards the spot whence the cry of distress 
had come. An intense hush ^ught with doubts and fears 
had fallen upon the monk's audience at the ominous outcry, — 
a ciy irtiich might have been but the signal for some pre* 
concerted outrage, and the hush deepened when the tall 
powerful form of the German leader was seen stalking toward 
the deserted house and entering it through a door, which Gian 
Vitelozzo bad forced, the obstacle which had luckily prevented 
him from reaching before bis unsuspecting victim. The ruffian 
could be seen from below, holding in his arms on the balcony 
the shrieking and struggling girl, disregarding in his brutal 
eagerness all that passed below. Suddenly his shoulder was 
grasped as in the teeth of a Hon, and so powerful was the 
pressure that the noble's arms were benumbed and dropped 
powerlessly by his side. Before he recovered from his surprise 
and could make one ^gle effort at reustance, Eckhardt had 
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seized Mm round the waist and hniled him down on the iquare 
amidst a roaring tlitmder of tpplanse mingled with howls of 
deriflion and rage. Thoee immediately bmeath the balcony, 
consisting chiefly of the scum and rabble, who caied little for 
Qie monk's arguments, rejoiced at the prompt retribution 
meted out to one of their oppresBoiB, though the discomfiture 
of the hapless victim had left tliem utterly indifferent. Why 
should tliey carry their skin to market to right another's 
wrong? 

Thus they offered neither obstacle nor assistance when the 
Roman baron, in no wise hurt by his fall, as the balcony was 
at no great height from the ground, rose in a towering rage 
and challenged his assailant to descend and to meet him 
in mortal combat. But by this time the disturbance 
had reached the monk's ears, and at once perceiviiig the 
cause from his Ictf^ point oi vantage, Gerbert shouted 
to his audience to secure the brawler in the name of 
God and the Church. The mob obeyed, thou^ swayed 
by reluctance and doubts, while the pontifical guards 
closed round the offending noble to cut off his escape. But 
Gian Vitelozzo seemed to possess sovereign reasons for dread- 
ing to find himself in the custody of the Vicar of the Church 
and promptly took to flight. 

Overthrowing the first who opposed him, the rest offering 
no serious reustance, he forced his way to one of the narrow 
passages of the Ghetto, fled through it, relinquishing his 
accoutrements and vanished in the shadows, which haunted 
this dismal region by day and by night. But Gerbert of Aurillac 
was not to be so easily baffled. He had recognized the Roman 
baron despite bis demeaning attire. Witii a voice of thunder 
he ordered his entire following to the ruffian's pursuit, and 
noting the direction in which Vitelozzo had disappeared, he 
leaped, despite his advanced years, from his pulpit and waving 
a cross high in the air, led the ptusnlt in person, which in- 
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augnratsd a genaial stampede of nobies, Jews, pilgrims, 
monks and the ever-present rabble of Rome. 

This tmforeseen incident having drawn oS the crowd, which 
had invaded the Ghetto, in the preacher's wake, the great 
square was quickly deserted and the torches in the high win- 
dows were extinguished as if a sudden wind-storm had snuffed 
out their glowing radiance. 
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CHAPTER X 

THE SICILIAN DANCER 

FTER a fniitliiss search for the 
hapless ^ctim of the Roman 
baron's liceatiousoess, in order 
to restore her in safety to her 
kindred or friends, Eckhardt 
concluded at last that she had 
found a haven of security and 
turned his back upon the Ghetto 
and its panic-stricken inmates 
without bestowing another 
thought upon an incident, in itself not uncommtm and but 
an cadence of the deep-rooted social disorder oi the times. 
His thoughts reverted rather to the attempt upon the life of 
the pontifical delegate, which some happy chance had per- 
mitted him to frustrate, but in vain did he try to fathom (he 
reasons prompting a deed, the accomplishment of which seemed 
to hold out such meagre promise of reward to its perpetrators, 
whose persons were enshrouded in a veil of mystery. Eck- 
hardt could only assign personal reasons to an attempt, which, 
if successful, could not enrich the moving spirits of fine plot, 
a con^deratitm always uppermost in men's mindg, and ponder- 
ing thus over the strange events, the commander aimlessly 
pursued his way in a direction opposite to the one the monk 
and his following had chosen for the pursuit of the baron. 
How long he had thus strolled onward, he knew not, when he 
found himself in the space before the Capitol. The moon 
gleamed pale as an alabaster lamp in the dark azure of the 
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heaveiu, trembling luminously on flu waters of a fountain 
which flowed from beneath the CapitoUne rocb. 

Hen some scattered groups of the populace sat or lolled on 
the ground, diseasing the events of the day, jesting, laughing 
or love-making. Others paraded up and down, engaged in 
conversation and enjoying the balmy night air, tinged with the 
Ineath of departing summer. 

Wearied with thought, Eckhardt made his way to the foun- 
tain, and, seated on tlie margin regardless of the chattering 
groups which continually clustered round it and dispersed, he 
felt his spirits grow calm in the monotony of the gurgling flow 
of the water, which was streaming down the rock and spurting 
from several grotesque mouths of lions and dolphins. The 
stars sparkled over the dark, towering cypresses, which 
crowned the surrounding eminences, and the palaces and ruins 
upon them stood forth in distinctness of splmdour or desola- 
tion against the luminous brightness of the moonlit sky. 

EcUiardt'g ruminaflona were interrupted by the sound of a 
tambourine, and looking up from his reverie, he perceived that 
die populace were gafliering in a wide circle before the fountain, 
attracted by the sound of the InBtniment. In the bac^ound, 
kept thus remote by the vigilance of an old woman and two 
half-savage Calabrians, who seemed to be the proprietors of 
the show, stood a young woman in the garb of a Kcilian, 
apparently just preparing to dance. She seemed to belong to 
a class of damsels who were ordained under severe penalties 
to go masked during all reli^ous festivals, to protect the pil- 
grims from the uifluence of their baleful charms. Else there 
could be no reason why an itinerant female juggler or minstrel 
who employed the talents, which the harmonious climate of 
Italy lavishes on its poorest children, to enable them to earn 
a scant living from the rude populace, should affect the modesty 
or precauflon of a mask. But her tall, voluptuous form as she 
stood collecting her audience with the ringing chimes of her 
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tamboniine, garbed as she was in that graceful Sicilian eof- 
tume, which still retains the elegance of its Greek original, 
proved allurement enough despite her mask. While thus 
unconsciously diverting his disturbed fancies, Eckhardt became 
aware, that he had himself attracted the notice of the dancer, 
for he encountered her gaze beaming on him from the depths 
of her green-Bpeckled mask, wliich its ordainer had intended 
to represent tlie corrupti<m of disease, but which the humour 
of the populace had transmuted into a more pleasant associa- 
tion, by falling them, " Cardinal melons." 

The dancer started from her somewhat listless attitude into 
one of gayety and animation, when she saw how eamesdy 
the dark stranger scrutinized her, and tripping across die In- 
tervening space, slie paused before him and said in a voice 
whose music flowed to his heart in its mingled humility and 
tenderness: 

" Sainted Stranger I Will you disdain dandng the Tarantella 
with a poor Scilian sinner for the love of Santa Rosalia? " 

"Thou art like to make many for the love of thyself," 
replied Eckhardt "But it were little seemly to behold a 
sinner in my weeds join in the dance with one ui thine." 

As be spoke, he peered so intently into the masked visage 
of the Sicilian dancer, that she precipitately retreated. 

" Nay — then I must use my spells," slie replied after a 
moment's thought, and glancing round tlie ctrcle, which was 
constanUy increasing, she added slowly, " my spells to raise 
tlie dead, dnce love and pas^on are dead in your cmsecratad 
breast I Mother — my mandolin I " 

The smile of her lips seemed to gleam even through her 
mask as she threw her tambourine by its silver chain over her 
shoulders, taking Instead the instrument, which one of the 
Calabrians handed to her. Tuning her mandolin she again 
turned to Eckhardt. 

" But first you must faiily answer a question, else I shall 
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not know which of my spells to use : for with gome memoiy 
alone anils, — ^th others hope." 

And without waiting liis reply, she began to dng In a voice 
of indescribable sweetness. After the second stanza she paused, 
apparently to await the reply to her question, while a murmur 
of delight ran through the ranks of her listeneiB. The first 
sound of her voice had fixed Ecbhardt's attention, not alone 
for its exquisite purity and sweetness, but the strange, my8> 
terious air which hovered round her, despite her demeaning 
atfire. 

Yet his reply partook of the asperity of bis Nortiiem forests. 

" Deem you such gossamer subtleties were likely to find 
anchorage in this restless breast, which, you hear, I strike and 
It answers with the sound of ateel ? " 

" Hay, then so much the wone for you," replied the dancer. 
" For where the pure spirit comes not, — the dark one will," 
and she continued her song in a voice of still more mellow and 
alluring sweetness. 

Suddenly she approached him again, her air more mysterious 
than ever. 

" Ahl " she whispered. "And I could teach you even a 
sweeter lesson, — but you men will never learn it, as long as 
women have been trying to teach it on earth." 

" Wherefore then wear you this mask? " questioned 
Eckahardt with a severity in his tone, which seemed to 
stagger the girl, 

" To fdease one greater than myself," the dancer replied 
with a mock bow, which produced a general outburst of 
laughter. 

" Well then, — what do you want wiUi me? Why do you 
shrink away? " 

" Hay, — if you irill not dance with me, I must look for 

another partner, for my moUier grows impatient, as you may 

see by the twirling of her girdle," rej^ed the §i^ pettishly. 
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" I never cand who it was before, — and now simply because 
I like yoo, yon hate me." 

" Ton know it is the bite of the poison spider, for which the 
Tarantella is the antidote," spoke Eckhardt sternly. 

Without replying the girl began her dance anew, flitting 
before her indifferent spectator in a maze of serpentine move- 
ments, at once alluring and bewildering to the eye. And to 
complete her mockery of bis apathy, she continued to sing 
even during all the vagaries of her dance. 

The crowd looked on mth constantly incieasmg del^t 
teeti^lng its enthusiasm with occasional outbursts of joyful 
acclamation. Showers of nlver, even gold, which fell in the 
circle, showed that the motley audience had not exhausted its 
resources in pious contributions, and die coins were greedily 
gathered in by the old woman and her comrades, while several 
nobles who had joined the concourse whispered to the hag, 
gave her rings and other rich pledges, all of which she accepted^ 
repaying the donors with the less substantial coin of promise. 

Suddenly the relentless fair one ctmduded her mazy drcles 
by forming one with her nude arms over Eckhardt's head and 
inclining herself towards him, she whispeied a few words into 
his ear. A lightning change seemed to come over the com- 
mander's cotmtenance, intenrifying its pallor, and struck with 
ttie impression she had produced, the Scilian continued her 
importunities, nodding towards the old hag in the background, 
until Eckhardt half reluctantiy, half wrathfully permitted him- 
self to be drawn towards the group, of which the old woman 
formed the center, Fausii^ before her and whispering a few 
words into her ear, which caused the hag to glance up with a 
sco^riing leer, the girl took a small bronze mirror of oval 
shape from beneath her tunic and after breathing upon the 
surface, requested the old woman to proceed with the spelL 
The two Calabrians hurriedly gathered some dried leaves, 
which they stuffed under a tripod, that seemed to constitute 
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dia entire stock-in-trade of the group. After placing thereon 
a copper brazier, on which the old woman scattered some 
spices, the latter commanded the ^1 to hold the mirror over 
the fumes, which began to rise, after the two Calabrians had 
set the leaves on fire. The flames, which greedily licked them 
ap, cast a strange illnmination over the scene. The crowds 
attracted by the uncommon spectacle pushed nearer and 
nearer, while Eckhardt watched the process with an air (rf 
ill-disguised impatience and annoyance leaning upon his huge 
brand. 

The old woman was mumbling some words in a strange 
unintelligible jai^on and the Calabrians were replenishing the 
consumed leaves with a new supply they had gathered up, 
when Eckhardt's strai^e companitm dramng closer, whispered 
to him: 

" How your wish I Think it — but do not speak I ** 

Eckhardt nodded, half indifferently, half irritated, when the 
girl suddenly held the bronze mirror before his eyes and bade 
him look. But no sooner had he obeyed her behest, than mth 
en outcry of amazement he darted forward and fairiy captured 
his unsuspecting tormentor. 

** Who are you ? " he questioned breathlessly, " to read 
men's thoughts and the silent wish of their heart 7 " 

But in his eagerness he probably hurt the girl against the 
iron scales, of whose jangling he had boasted, for she uttered 
a ciy end called in great terror : " Rescue — Rescue I " 

Before the words were well uttered the two Calabiiani 
ruahed towards them with drawn daggers. The mob also 
raised a shout and seemed to meditate interference. This up- 
roar changed the nature of the dancer's alarm. 

" In our Holy l(other*s name — forbear — " she addressed 
the two Calabrians, and the mob, and turning to her captor, 
slie muttered in a tone of almost abject entreat : 

"Release me — noble strangerl Indeed I am not what I 
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aeem, and to be recognized here would be my min. Nay — 
look not BO incredulous t I have but played this tricb on yon, 
to learn if you indeed hated all woman-kind. Tou think me 
beautiful, — ahl Could you but see my mistnss 1 Youwonld 
sorely forget these poor chaims of mine." 

" And who is your mistress 7 " questioned Eckhardt per- 
iling in his endeavour to remoTe her mask, and still under 
the spell <^ the strange and to him ine^ilicable Tisi<ni in the 
bronze mirror. 

"Hercy — mercy I Tou know it is a grievous offence to 
be seen without my Cardinal melon," pleaded the girl irith a 
return of the iriling witchery in her tones and attempting, but 
in vain, to release herself from Eckhardt's determined grasp. 

" Who is your mistress ? " insisted the Uargrave. " And 
who are you 7 " 

" Release the wanton I How dare you, a soldier of tlw 
church, break the conumuds of the Apostolic lieutenant 7 " 
exclaimed a husky voice and a strong arm grasped Eckhardt's 
shoulder. Turning round, the latter saw himself confronted 
by the towering form of the monk inius, who seemed ignorant 
ci the person and rank of him he was addresdng and whose 
countenance flamed with fanatic wrath. 

" Ay I And it hath come to my turn to rescue damsels, and 
moreover to serve the church," added another speaker in a 
bantering tone and Eckhardt instantly recognized the Lord 
A^telozzo, who having eluded the pursuit of the monk of 
Cluny, held a mace he had secured in Ueu (tf his cross-bow 
high end menadngly in the air. 

" Friar, look to your ally, if such he be, lest I do what I 
should have done before and make a very harmless rogue ot 
him," said Eckhardt, holding the girl irith one hand while 
witli the other he unsheathed his sword. 

"Peace, fool I " the monk addressed his would-be ally, 

drawing him back forcibly. " The church needs not the aid 
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of one rogue to sabdue anottter. L«t tb« girl go, my son t " 
he then turned to the Hargntve. 

**2Tay, father — by these brulsee, which still ache, I irill 
retiieTe my wrong and rescue the wench," insisted the Roman, 
again ral^g his massi've weapon, but the monk and some 
bystandeis wedged themselves between Eckhardt and his 
opponent- 

** Nay, ttien, now we are like to have good sport," exclaimed 
a fourth. " A monk, a woman and a soldier, — it requires 
not more to set the world ablaze." 

" Stranger, — I implore you, release me," whispered Eck- 
hardfs captive with frantic entreaty amidst the ever increasing 
tumult of the bjrstanders, who appeared to be divided, some 
favouring the monk, while others mded with the ^I's captor, 
whose Intentions they sorely misconstrued. " I would not stand 
revealed to yonder monk for all the world I " concluded the ^1 
in fear-struck tones. 

At this moment a cry among the bystanders warned Eckhardt 
that ^^telozzo's wrath had at lengtii mattered eveiy effort to 
restrain him, and, whirling round, to defend himself he was 
compelled to release the girl. But instead of making the use 
she might have been expected to do of her liber^, she called 
to the monk, to part the combatants In the name of the saints. 

But It reqitired no expostulation on the part of the friar, for 
when Eckhardt turned fully upon him, ^telozzo, for the first 
time recognizing his antagonist, beat a predpitate retreat, 
but at some distance he turned, shouting derisively : 

"An olive for a figl Tour dove has flownl " and when 
Eckhardt, recovering from his surprise, wheeled about, he 
found, much to his chagrin, the Roman's words confirmed by 
the absence of the girl as well as of her assodates, who managed 
to make their escape at the moment when the impending 
encounter had momentarily drawn off the attention of the 
crowd. 
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" The devil can gpeak truth, they say, thoogh I bdleved it 
not till now," mattered Eckhardt to hlnuelf as, vexed and 
mystified beyond measure, ha strode through die scattering 
crowds. 

Had it been some jeer of the fiend? Had he been made 
the victim of some monstrous deceit ? 

Who was the Sicilian dancer, whose manners and goldoi 
language belied her demeaning attire, whose strange eyes had 
penetrated Into tlie darkness of his soul, whose voice had 
tlirilled him with the echoes of one long dlent and forever ? 

The magic mirror in whicli, as in a haze, be bad seen the 
one face he most longed to see, — the strange and sudden ful- 
fillment of the unspoken wish of his heart, — the dancer's 
marked persistence in Uie face of his declared abhorrence, — 
her mask and her incoognious companions, — her fear of the 
monk and concern for himself, — all these incidents, wliich 
one by one floated on the mirror of his memory, rose ever and 
anon before his inner gaze — each time more mystifying and 
bewildering. 

In deep rumination Eckbaidt pursued his way, gazing 
abtenUy upon the roofless columns and shattered walls, every- 
where visible, over which the star-light shcme — ghostiy and 
transparent, backed by the frowning end embattied fortresses 
of the CavalU, half hidden by the dark foliage that sprang 
up amidst the very fanes and palaces of old. Now and tlun he 
paused with a deep and heavy sigh, as he pondered over the 
dark and desolate path upon which he was about to enter, 
over the lack of a guiding Iiand in which he might trust, over 
the imcertainty of the step, which, once taken was beyond 
recall. 

Suddenly a light caught the solitary rambler's eye, a li^t 

almost like a star, scarcely larger indeed, but more red and 

intense in its ray. Of itself it was nothing uncommon and 

might have shone from either cimvent or cottage. But It 
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ttteamed from a part of the Aventine, which co&taiiud no 
habitations of the Uving, only deserted ruins and shattered 
porticoes of wluch even the names and memories of their 
former inhabitants had been long forgotten. Avars of this, 
Eckhardt felt a slight awe, as the light tlirew its unsteady 
beam over the dreary landscape; for he was by no means free 
from the superstition of the age and it was near the hour c<m- 
secrated to witches and ghosts. 

But fear, whether of this world or the next, could not Itmg 
daunt the mind of the Margrave ; and after a brief hesitation 
he resolved to make a digrasuon from his way, to discover the 
cause of the phenomenon. Unconsciously Eckhardt's tread 
passed over the ute of the ill-famed temple of Isis which had at 
one time mtnessed those wildest of or^s commemonited by 
the pen of Juvenal. At last he came to a dense and dark 
copee from as opening in the center of which gleamed the 
mysterious light. Penetrating the gloomy foliage Eckhardt 
found himseU b^ore a large ruin, grey and roofless. Through 
a lift in the wall, forming a kind of casement and about ten 
feet from the ground, the light gleamed over the matted and 
rank soil, embedded, as it were, in vast masses of shade. 
'Without knowing it, Eckhardt stood <m tlie very spot once 
consecrated to the cult of the Egyptian goddess, and now 
shunned as an abode of evil spirits. The walls of the ruin 
were covered with a dense growtii of creepers, which entwined 
even the crumbled portico to an extent that made it almost 
Impossible to penetrate into its intricate labyrinth of conidois. 

While indulging hi a thousand speculations, occasioned by 
the hour and the spot, Eckhardt suddenly perceived a shadow 
in the portico. Only the head was ndble in the moonlight, 
wUch bathed the ruin, and it disappeared almost as quickly 
as it had been revealed. While meditating upon the expediency 
of exploring the mystery which confronted him, Eckhardt 
was startled by the sound ci footsteps. Straining his gaze 
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through th* haz« of the moonlight he beheld emerging from 
the portico <tf the temple the tall form of a man, wrapt in a 
long Uack cloak. He wore a conical hat with sloping brim 
which entirely shadowed bis face and on his right arm he 
carried the apparently lifeless body of a girL With tlu object 
of preventing a probable crime Eckbardt stepped from his place 
of concealment just as the stranger was about to pass him with 
his m^terious burden and placed his hands arrestingly on the 
other^ shoulder. 

" Who are you ? And what is your budness here 7 " he 
questioned curtly, attempting to remove the stranger's vizor. 

" The one matters little to your business, — the other little 
to mine," the tall individual replied enigmatically while he 
dexterously resisted his questioner's effort to gain a glimpse 
at his face. " But," he added in a strange oracular tone, 
which moved Eckhardt despite himself, " if you value my 
aid In your hour of trial — assist me now in my hour of need I " 

" Tour aid ? " echoed Eckbardt, staring amazed at bis 
companion. ** Do yon know me ? Jn what can you assist 
me?" 

" Tou are Eckbardt the Hargrave," replied the stranger; 
ttien inclining his head slightly towards him tie whispered a 
word, the effect of which seemed to paralyze his listener, for 
his arresting hand fell and he retreated a step or two, surveyii^ 
him in gpeechloEs wonder. 

" Who are you 7 " he stammered at last. 

The stranger raised the long vigor of bis conical hat. An 
exclamation of surprise came from Eckhardt's lips. 

" Hezilo, the harper I " 

The other replied with a silent nod. 

'* And we have never metl " 

" I seldom go outi " said the harper. 

" What know yon of Ginevra? " begged the Uargntve. 

The barper shook his head. 
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" This is naither the time, nor the place. I must be gfmt — 
to shelter my burden! We shall meet again I If you follow 
me," he concluded, noting Eckhardt's persistence, " you mil 
leom nothing and only endanger my safety and that of Uiia 
cluldl" 

** Ib she dead ? " Eckhardt questioned mth a shudder. 

" Would she were I " replied the stranger moiunfully. 

" Can I assist you ? " 

'< I thank you I The burden is light. We will meet again." 

Tluie waa something in the harper's tcme which arrestsd 
Eckhardt's desire to ignore his injunction. How Icmg he 
remained on the site of the ill-famed ruin, the Margrave hardly 
knew. When the fresh breeze of night, blowing from the 
Campagna, roused him at last from his reverie the mysterious 
stranger and his equally mysterious burden had disappeared 
in the haze of the moonlit night. Like one walking in a 
dream Eckhardt slowly retraced his steps to his palace on the 
CtBlian Hount, where an imperial order sanctioning his por- 
poee and lelleTing bim ol his command awaited bim. 
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CHAPTER XI 

NILUS OP OABTA 

GRAiro high nuM in honcmr of 
the pilgritnB was on the follow- 
hig eve to be celebrated in the 
ancient Basilica t4 St. Peter's. 
But vast as was its extent, only 
a part of the pilgrims could be 
contained and the bronze gates 
were thrown open to allow the 
great multitude which filled the 
square to share the benefits and 
some of the glories of the ceremony. 

The Vatican Bamlica of the tenth century, far from possessing 
its present splendour, was as yet but the old consecrated palace, 
hallowed by memories of the olden time, in which Charle- 
magne enjoyed the hospitality of Leo m, when at his hands 
be received the imperial crown of the West. Similar to the 
restored church of St. Paul f uori le Hur«, as we now see it, it 
was some twenty feet longer and considerably wider, having 
five naves divided off by four rows of vast monolith columns. 
There were ninety-ax columna in all, of various marblea, 
differing in size and style, for they had been the first has^ 
spoils of antique palaces and temples. The walls above the 
order of columns were decorated with mosaics such as no 
Roman hand could then produce or even restore. A grand 
arch, such as we see at the older Bamlicas to-day, inlaid with 
nlver and adorned vrith mosaic, separated the nave from the 
chancel, below which was the tribune, an inheritance from the 
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praetor's court of old. It oow contained the big^ altar and the 
sedile of the Vicar of Christ. Before the altar stood the Con< 
fesrion, the vault wherein lay the bimes of St. Peter, with a 
screen ot silver crowned with images of saints and virgms. 
And the whole was illumined by a gigantic candelabrum holding 
more than a thousand lighted tapers. 

The chief attraction, however, was yet wanting, for the 
ptmtlff and his court still tarried in the Vatican receiving the 
homage of the foreign pilgrims. While listlessly noting the 
preparations from his chosen point of vantage, Eckhardt dis- 
covered himself the object of scrutiny on the part at a monk, 
who had been listlessly wandering about and who disappeared 
no sooner than he had caught the eye of the great leader. 

Unwilling to continue the target oi observation on the part 
ot those who recc^nized him despite his closed visor, Eckhardt 
entered the Builica and took up his station near a remota 
shrine, whence he could witness the entrance of the pontifical 
procession, without attracting undue attention to his persoi. 
When the pontifical train did appear, it seemed one mass of 
glitter and sumptuous colour, as it filed down the aisles of the 
Basilica. The rich copes of the eccleuastics, stiff mth gold 
and gorgeous brocade, the Jewelled mantles <tf the nobles, the 
polished breast plates and tasselled spears of the guards passed 
before his eyes in a bewildering confu8i<m of splendour. In 
bis gilded cluir, under a superb canopy, Gregory, the youthful 
pontiff, was borne along, surrounded by a crowd of bishops, 
extending his hands in benediction as he passed the Imeeling 
worshiiqwrB. 

An infinite array of officials followed. Then came pilgrims 
ot the highest rank, each order marcUng in separate divisions, 
in the fantastic costumes of their respective countries. In 
tbtax wake marched different orders of monla and nuns, the 
former carrying torches, the latter lighted tapers, although the 
westering sun still flamed down the aisles in cataracts of 
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light After theu fraternities and sisterhoods, Ciescaotins, 
the Senator, was seen to enter with his suite, conspicuous for 
the pomp of tli^ attire, the taste of Crescentius being to 
sombre colours. 

Descending from his elevated station, Gregoty proceeded to 
officiate as High Priest in the august solemnity. Come with 
what prejudices one might, it was not in humanity to renst 
the impresuons of overwhelming awe, produced by the mag- 
nificence of the spectacle and the sublime recollections ^th 
which the solemnity itself hi every stage is associated. Despite 
his extreme youth, Gregory supported all the venerableness 
and dignity of the High Priest of Christendom and when at the 
conclusion of the high mass he bestowed his benediction on all 
Christendom, Eckhardt was kneeling with the immense multi- 
tude, perhaps more convinced than the most enthosiastic 
pilgrim, that be was receiving benediction direct from heaven. 

The paro^sm only subdded, when raidng his head, he 
beheld a gaunt mtmk in the funereal garb of the brotherhood 
of Penitent Friars ascend the chancel. He was tall, lean as a 
skeleton and from his shrivelled face two eyes, sunken deep 
in tlieir sockets, burnt with the fire of the fanatic. This was 
the celebrated hermit, Hilus of Gaeta, of whose life and manners 
the most wonderful tales were current. He was believed to 
be of Greek extraction, perhaps owing to Ills lengthy residence 
in Southern Italy, near the shrines of Honte Gargano in 
Apulia. In the pursidt of recondite mysteries ot the Moorish 
and Cabalistical schools, he had attained such proflcieni^, 
ttiat he was seized with a profound disgust for the worid and 
became a mtmk. Several years he spent in remote and pagan 
lands, spreading the tidings of salvation, until, as it was 
whispered, he rec^ved an extraordinary call to the effect, as 
was more mysteriously hinted, to turn the church from diverse 
great errors, into which she had fallen, and which tiireatened 
her downfall. Last, not least, he wM to prepare Aw inlndt 
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of mortal men for the great cataetrophe of the VJlifimhiTff, — 
the Bod of lime, ttie end ct all earthly vanity. Special vMmu 
had been vouchsafed him, and there was that in his age, in his 
appearance and his speech wliich at once precluded the im- 
poster. Nllus of GaSJta himself believed what he preached. 

Thrae was a brief silence, during which the Romans ac- 
quainted their foreign guests in hurried whispers with tlie 
name and renown of the reputed hermit. The latter stood 
motionless hi the chancel and seemed to offer np a silent 
prayer, ere he pronounced his harangue. 

His sermon was deUvered in Latin, stlU the common language 
of Italy, even in its corrupt state, and its quali^ was such 
as to impress at once the most skeptical with the extraordinaiy 
gifts of the preacher. 

The m<mk began irith a tmly terrific picture of the state 
of society and religion tliroughout ttie Christian world, i^ch 
he delineated with such gloom and horror, that but for his 
arabesque entanglement and his gorgeousness of imagery one 
m^t have beUeved him a spirit of hell, returned to paint the 
orb <rf the living with colours borrowed from its murkiest 
depdis. But vrith an tlie fantastic convolntiong of his reasoning 
the fervour of a real eloquence soon began to overflow the 
twisted fountains, in which the scholastic rhetoric of the time 
usually confined its displays. These qualities Nilus especially 
ezliibited when describing the pure dawn of Christianity, in 
which the pagan gods had vanished like phantoms of night. 
Ba declared that they were once more deified upon earth and 
the clear Ught all but extinguished. And treating the antique 
dignities as impersonations of human passionB and lusts, the 
monk's eloquence suddenly took the most tanible tints, and 
considering the nature of some of the crimes which he thus 
delineated and anathematized, his audience began to suspect 
personal allutions of the most hideous nattuv. 

After this singular exordium, the monk proceeded in his 
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hsrangue and it Memsd as if his wordi, like the Irtr oTeiflow 
from a volcano, withered aU that wai green and flowery in 
ttieir path. The Universe in his desponding eloquence seemed 
bat a vast desolation. All the beautifal illusions which the 
magic of passion conjures into the human soul died beneath 
hia touch, changing into the phantoms, which perhaps they are. 
The vanity of hope, the shallowness of success, the bitterness 
which mingles with the greatest glory, the ecstasy of love, — 
an these the monk painted in the most powerful colours, to 
contrast them vAth the marble calm of that drooping form 
crudfled upon the hill <rf Calvary. 

Spellbound, the immense multitude listened to the almost 
tuperhuman eloquence of the filar. As yet his attacks had 
dralt only in generaUties. The Senator of Rome seemed to 
listen to his words with a degree of satisfaction. A nngularity 
remarked in his character by all lus historians, which, by 
some, has been conndered as proof of a nature not originally 
enl, was his love of virtue in the abstract Frequent resida- 
tions and recommendations to reform were perhaps only oveor- 
come by his violent pasdons, his ambition and the ezigendes 
of his amb^uous state between church and empire. But as 
the monk detailed the crimes and monstrosities of the age, 
the calm on the Senator's face changed to a livid, satirical 
smile, and occaaonally he pointed the invectives of the friar 
by nodding to those of his followers who were supposed to be 
guilty of the crimes alleged, as if to call upon them to notice 
that they were assailed, and many a noble shrank behind his 
neighbour whose consdence smote him of <me or all the crimes 
enumerated by mius. 

In one of his most daring flights the monk suddenly checked 
himself and announcing his vision of impending judgment, 
he bid his listeners prepare their souls In a prophetic and 
oracular tone, which tna distinctiy audible, amid all the 
muttering which pervaded the Basilica. 
148 



Digmzefl by Google 



NILUS OF GAETA 

A few monunts (rf devout sUance followed. The monk wu 
expected to Imeel, to offer up a prayer for divine mstcy. But 
he stood motionleBB in the chancel, and after waiting a short 
time, Gregory turned to an attendant: 

" Go and see what alls the disciple of Benedict, — we will 
oniselves say the Gratias." 

After rising, he stepped to the altar with the acctistomed 
retinue of cardinals and prelates and chanted the benediction. 
At the conclusion Crescentius approached the altar alone, 
demanded permismon to make a duteous offering and emptied 
a purse of gold on the salver. 

" A most princely and regal benefaction," muttered the 
Pontifical Datary — "a most illustrious example." 

" Charlemagne gave more, but so Trill I, when like him I 
come to receive the crown of tlie West," muttered the Senatco' 
<rf Rome. His example was immediately followed, and in a 
few moments the altar was heaped round with piesents of 
extraordinary magnificence and bounty. Sacks (k gold and 
diver were emptied out, jewels, cmdfijus, relics, amber, gold- 
dust, ivories, pearls and rare spices were heaped up in pro- 
miscuous profusion, and in return each d<mor received a branch 
of consecrated palm from the hand of the Datary, whose keen 
eyes reflected tbt brightness of the treasures whose recripts 
he thus acknowledged. 

The chant from various chapels now poured down the 
aisles its torrents of melody, the vast multitudes joining in 
the Gloria in Ezcelsis. Eckhardt's remote station had not per- 
mitted him to witness ell that had happened. His gaze was 
still riveted on the friar, who was now staggeiing from the 
pulpit, when a tonlfic event turned and absorbed his attention. 

The great bell of the Basilica was tolling and the vibration 

produced by so many sounds shook tlie vast and ancient pile 

so violentiy that a inxMligious mass of iron, which formed one 

ai the clappers of the bell, fell from the belfry in the aiiy 
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spin and ■*»■**■"£ ^^ irresiBtible force through ever; obstmc- 
tl<m, reached the floor at the very feet of the Pontiff, crushing 
a deep hole in the pavement and throwing a million loeces of 
shattered marble over him and his retinue. 

The vast assembly was for a moment motionless with 
terror and surprise, expecting httle less than universal de- 
struction in the downfall of the whole edifice on their heads, 
with all its ponderous mass of inm and stone. A cry arose that 
the P<mtiff had been killed, which was echoed in a thousand 
varying voices, according as men's feais or hopes prevailed. 
But in the first moment of panic, when it was doubtfifi whether 
or not the entire center of tiie Basilica would crumble upon 
the assembly, Eckhardt had rushed from the comparative 
safety of his own station to the side of the Pontiff as if to 
shield him, when with the nutjes^ of a prophet interposing 
between offended heaven and the object d its wrath, Gerbert 
of Aurillflf uttered with deep fervour and amid profound silence 
a De Profundis. The multitudes were stilled from their panic, 
which might have been attended with far more serious con- 
sequences than the accident itself. There was a solemn pause, 
broken only by a sea-like response ci " Amen " — and a 
universal sigh of relief, wliich sounded like the soughing of 
the wind in a great forest. 

All distinctions of rank seemed blotted out in that supreme 
moment. Then the voice of Nilus was heard thimdering 
above the braathless calm, while he held aloft an ebony 
crucifix, in which he always carried the host : 

" The summits of St. Peter still stand I When they too faU, 
pilgrims of the world — even so shall Christendom fall with 
them." 

At a sign from the Pontiff his attendants raised aloft the 

canopy, under which he had entered. But he refused to 

mount the chair and heading the bishops and cardinals, he 

Mt the church on foot. The Dataiy gave one look of hopeless 
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despair, u the masses crowded out of fbe Basilica, and aban- 
doned all hope of restoring order. In an incredibly short 
time the vaat area was emptied, Crescentios being one of the 
last to remain in its deepening shadows. With a degree of 
vacancy he gazed after the vanishing crowds, more gorgeous 
in their broken and mingled pomp, as they passed out of the 
high portals, than when marshalled in due rank and order. 

He too was about to leave, when he discerned a monk who 
stood gazing, as it were, incredulously at the shattered altar- 
pavement and the mass of iron deeply embedded in it. Hastily 
he advanced towards him, but as he approached he was struck 
by observing the monk raise bis eyes, sparkling with mad 
fuiy, to the lighted dome above and clench his hands as if in 
defiance of its glory. 

" Thou seemest to hold thy life rather as a burden than a 
blesdng, monk, ahice thus thon repayest thy salvation," 
Crescentius addressed the friar, somewhat staggered by his 
attitude. 

"Ayl H I have done Heaven a temporal injury, — be 
comforted, ye saints — for ye have wrought me an eternal 
one I " growled the monk between clenched teeth. 

" Heaven ? " questioned Crescentius, almost tempted to the 
condu^on that the monk, whoever he was, was out of his 
■eoaes. 

" Evan ^aven," replied the monk. " One cubit nearer the 
altar, — I thought the strugg^ over in my soul between tiie 
iaA angel and the bright — I had strung my soul to its mighty 
task, — yet I shrank from it, a second, and more cowardly 
Judas." 

Crescentius gazed at the friar without grasping his meaning. 

" Take thy superior out of the church, he is mad and 
blasphemes," he turned to the monk's companion who listened 
stolidly to his ra^ng. 

"Ayl " spoke the strange monk, gnashing his teeth and 
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FhwWpg his fist towards heaven, " even the church ihaU 
anon be rent in twain and fonn a chasm, down which countless 
generationB shall tumUe into the abyss — 'twere just retii- 
butitml " 

** TflU me but this, monk, how could Heaven itself tttrow 
obstaclM in Qie way of thine intent ? " questioned Ciescentins, 
percdving tiiat the monk bad turned to depart and more 
convinced than ever that he was speaking to a madman. 

" How ? How 7 Oh, thou slow of understanding, — 
how?" 

And the monk pointed downward, to the crushed and 
shattered marble of the pavement, in which the iron clapper 
<tf the bell lay embedded. 

Creacentius receded involuntarily before the fierce, insane 
gleam in the monk's eyes, while the terrible import of hit 
speech suddenly flashed upon his understanding. Crossing 
himself, he left the strange friar to himself and passed swiftly 
through tiie motley crowds which were waiting thur turn of 
admisdon to the subterranean chapel of the Grand Peniten- 
tiarius. 

Another had renuuned in the dense gloom of the Bodlico, 
though he had not witnessed the scene which had just come 
to a close. After the Pontiff's departure, Eckhardt had retired 
to the shrine of Saint Michael, where he knelt in rilent prayer. 
His mind was filled with fantastic imaginings, inspired chiefly 
by his recent pilgrimage to the shrines of Honte Gaigano. 
The deep v<dd within him made itself doubly felt in this hour 
and more than ever he felt the need of divine interpodtion in 
order to retain that consciousness of purpose which was to 
guide his future course. 

At last he arose. A remote chant fell upon his ears, and he 

saw a procession moving slowly from the refectoty into the 

nave of the Basilica. By the dusky glare of the torches, which 

they carried, Eckhardt distinguished a number ot penitent 
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frian, bearing aloft the banner, destined in after-gmerationi 
to become the standard of the Holy Inquiution, a Red Cross in 
a black field with the motto : " In Hoc Signo Vinces." Among 
them and seemingly the chief personage, strode the strange 
friar. With down-cast head and eyes he walked, eyes which, 
while they teamed fixed on tlie ground in self-abasement, 
gtaalthily scanned the features <tf thoM he passed, 

" I marvel the holy sunts think it worth while to trouble 
themselves about the soul of every putrid, garlic-chewing 
knave," said an old be^ar on the steps erf the Cathedral to an 
individual vrith whose brief review Eckhardt was much struck. 
He was a man past the middle-age, with the sallow complexion 
peculiar to the peasants of tha marshes. His broad bat, 
garnished wth many coloured ribbons, was drawn over his 
visage, though not sufficiently so, to conceal the ghastly scars, 
vrith which it was disfigured. His lurking, suspicious eye and 
the peculiar manner with which, from hatnt, he carried his 
short cloak drawn over his breast, as if to conceal the naked 
stiletto, convinced Eckhardt that, whatsoever that worthy 
might assume to be, he was one of those blackest of the scourges 
of Italy, which the license of the times had rendered fearfully 
numerous, the banditti and bravi. 

" Whether the saints care or no," that individual returned, 
" the monk is competent to convert the fiend himself. What 
an honour for the brotherhood to have produced such & saint." 

Scarcely bestowing more than a thought upon so usual an 
eridence of social disorder, which neither pontifical nor im- 
perial edicts bad been able to correct, Eckhardt passed out, 
without noticing that he had himself attracted at least equal 
attention from the worthy described, who after having satined 
his curiosity, slunk back among the crowds and was 
lost to n^t. 
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CHAPTER XII 

RED FALBRNIAN 

HE palace of Theodora re- 
sounded with merriment, 
thoo^ it was long patt mid- 
night. 

Round ft long oval table in 

the great hall sat a score m: 

more of belated revelleis, th^ 

Patrician garbs in disorder, and 

soiled vith wine, their faces 

inflamed, their eyes red and 

fleiy, their tongues heavy and beyond the bounds of controL 

Here and there a vacant or overturned chair showed where a 

guest had fallen in the debauch, and had been permitted to 

remain on his self-chos«i bed of repose. A band of players 

hidden in a remote gallery still c<mtinued to fill up the pauses 

in the riotous clamour wi^ their barbaric strains. 

At tfie head of the table, first in place as in rank sat'Benilo, 
the Chamberlain. He seemed to take little interest in the 
conversation, for, resting his head on his hands, he stared 
into his imtouclied goblet, as if he endeavoured to cast some 
auguiy from the li^g and vanishing bubbles of tlie 
wine. 

Next to him sat Pandulph, Lord <tf Spoleto and Beneventom. 
His low, though well-set figure, dork hair, keen, black eyes 
and swarthy features bespoke his semi-barbaric extraction. 
His countenance was far from comely, when in repose, evm 
ugly and repulsive, but in his eyes lay the force of a powerful 
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vill and a depth and nibtle^ of intellect, that mode men fear, 
wbta they could not lore him. On the right of tiie Count sat 
the Lord of Civitella, a large, Bensaal man, with twinkling 
grey eyes, thick nose and fall red lips. His broad face, flushed 
witti wine, glowed like the harvest moon rising above fb» 
horizon. Oppo^te him sat the Patricius Ziazo, ciafty and 
unscrupuloiu, a para^te who flattered whoaoever ministsred 
to his pleasure. The Patricius was conversing with an indi^d- 
nal who outshime Pandulph in rapine, the Lord of Civitella in 
coarseness and himaelf in sycophancy, Guido of Vanossa, en 
arrogant libertine, whose pinched features and cunning leer 
formed the true index to his character. The Lords <rf Snigaglia, 
Torre del Grecco, Bracdano, Cavallo and Caetano swelled the 
roll of hifamy on the boards of Theodora, — worthy predeces- 
sors of the Oisini and Savelli, who were to oppress the ci^ 
in after time. 

Amotm those who had marked the beginning of tb» evening 
by more than ordinary gaiety, Benilo had by his splendid 
dsslpation excited the general envy and admiration among 
his fellow revellers, ^s face was inflamed, his dark eyes 
were gUttering with the adder tongues of the serpent wine, 
and his countenance diowed traces of unlimited debauchery. 
It seemed to tiiose present, as if the ghost of the girl ITelida, 
whom he had killed in this very hall, was haunting bim, so 
madly did he respond to the challenges from all around, to 
drink. But as the wise began to flood every brain, as the hall 
presented a scene of riotous debauch. Us former reckless mood 
seemed for the nonce to have changed to its very opponte, 
llirough the fumes of wine ttie dead girl seemed to regard bim 
^tb sad, mournful eyes. 

" FiU the goblets," cried Pandulph, with a loud and still 

clear voice. " The lying clock says it is day. But neither 

cock-crows nor clock change the purple night to dawn in the 

Groves of Theodora, save at the will of the Goddess herself. 

255 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

Fill ap, companions I The lamp-light in the wine cnp ia 
blighter than the clearest sun that enr shone." 

" Well spoken, Fandulph 1 Ifame the toast and we will 
[dedge it, till the seven stars count fourteen and the seven 
hills but one," said the Cavallo looking up. " I see four hoar 
passes even now and every <hm ei Qum lies, if it says it is 
dawn." 

"Too shall have my toast," said Fandulph, raising his 
goblet " We have drunk it twenty times already, but we vtH 
drink It twen^ times more : — the best prologue to wine 
ever devised by wit of man — Woman." 

A shadow moved in the dnsfcy background and peered unseen 
into the baU. 

"And the best epilogue," replied the Lord of Civitella, 
^dUy drunk. " But the toast — my cup is waiting." 

" To the health — wealth — and love hy stealth of Theo- 
dora I " yelled Fandulph, gulping down the contents td his 
goblet 

BenUo's face tamed ashen pale, bat he- mdled. 

"To Tbeodoral" 

Svery tongue repeated the name, the goblets were drained. 

" Hy Lord, it is your turn now," said Fandulph, tuning to 
the Lord of Civitella. " The good folks of Urbino have not yet 
rang the fire-bells against you, but some say they soon will. 
Who shall it be 7 " 

The Lord of Cintella filled up his cup with muteody hand, 
until it was running over and propping his body against the 
table as he stood up, he said : 

" A toast to Rozan^ I And as for my foragers — they sweep 
clean." 

The toast was drunk irith rapturous applause. 

" Sight you are," bellowed the Cavallo. " Better brooms 
were never made on the Fosillppo, — not a straw lies in 
your way." 
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" IMS you accomplish it vithont fight ? *' goeered the Lord 
of Biacduio. 

" Fight 7 Why fight ? The burghere never resist a noble 1 
We conjure the devil down with that. When we skin our 
eels, we don't begin at the tail." 

" Better to steal ibe honey, than to kill the bees that mal^it" 

*' But what became <ii the women and children after this 
swoop of your foragers 7 " asked the Lord of Bracciano, who 
appeared to entertain some few isolated ideas of honour 
fioating on the top of the wine he had gulped down. 

" Tbn women and children 7 " replied the Lord of Civitella 
with a mocking air, crossing his thumbs, like the peasants of 
Lugano, when they wish to inspire belief in their words. 
" They can breakfast by gapingi They can eat wind, like the 
Tarentiues, — it will make them spit clear." 

The Lord of Bracciano, irritated at the mocking idgn and 
prorerUal allusion to the gaiung propensities of the people 
round the Lago, started up in wrath and struck his clenched 
fist on the table. 

" Hy Lord of Civitella," he cried, " do not cross your damned 
thumtffi at me, else I will cut ttiem offi The people of Brac- 
ciano have still com in plenty, until your thieving bands 
scorch their fingers in the attempt to steal it." 

Andrea Cavallo interposed to stop the rising quarreL 

" Do not mind the Lord of Civitella," he wUspered to 
Bracciano. " He is drunk 1 " 

"The rake I The ingratel" growled Bracciano, "after 
my men opened the traps, in which the Vicar of the Chnrch 
had caught him." 

** Hay) If yon gape at man's ingratitude, your mouth will 
be wide enough, ere you die, my lord," spoke Pandulph with 
a sardonic laugh. " And men in our day stand no more on 
precedence in plote than in love affairs, — do they, my lord 
Benilo?" 
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** Nay, 111 dispute no man's right to be hanged or qoartored 
before me — least of all yours, my Lord Fandulph," the 
Chamberiain replied venomously. 

'* ICy lord Benllo," replied Pandulph, " yon are, when 
dinnk, the greatest ruffian in Christendom, and the Uggest 
knave when sober. Bring in more tankards, and we mil not 
look for day till midnight booms again on the old tower of San 
Sebastian 1 I call for full brimmers, varlets, — bring yotir 
largest cups I We irill drink another toast five fathoms deep 
in wine, strong enough to melt Cleopatra's pearls, and to a 
jollier dame than Egypt's queen." 

The servitors fiew out and in. bi a few moments the table 
was replenished with huge drinking cups, silver flagons and 
all the heavy impediments of the army ot Bacchus. 

'* We drink to the Fair Lady at the Groves, — and in her 
presence, tool" shouted the Lord of Spoleto, niiuiig his 
goblet anew. " Why is she not among us ? They say," he 
turned to Benllo with a sneer, " that yon an bo jealous of the 
charms of your bird of paradise, that you have forbidden her to 
appear before your frifuds." 

Roaring peals ot laughter crowned Pandulph's speech. 

Benllo saw the absurdity <tf anger, but he felt it never- 



" She chooses not to leave her bower even to look on you, my 
Lord Pandulph. I warrant you, she has not slept all night, 
listening to your infernal din." 

A renewed outburst <rf mirth was the response. 

" Then you will permit us to betake ourselves forthwith 
to her gilded chamber to implore pardon on our knees for 
fisturbing her rest." 

"Well spoken — by die boot of St. Benedict I " roared 
Guido of Vanossa. 

" Tou may measure my foot and satisfy jrourself ttiat I am 
able to wear it," shouted the Lord of Civitella. ** On our knees 
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we will crawl to the Sanctuai; of our Goddess, — on our 
knees) " 

" Bnt before we start on our pilgrimage, we will drain a 
draught long as the bell-rope <rf the Capitol," bellowed the Lord 
of Bracdano. 

"Fill np the tankards I" exclaimed the Lord of Spoleto. 
" Uy goblet is as empty as an honest man's purse, — and one 
of my eyes is sober yet." 

" Do not take it to heart I " spoke Guido of Vanossa, whose 
eyes were full of tears and wine. " You will not die in the 
jolly fellow's faith I " And with unsteady voice he began to 
Biug a stanza in d<%-Latin: 

"Dam Vinam poumn* 
FrateUi cantlaina 
A BacGO sU Onore 1 
To Denm laadamus I *' 

** Would your grace had a better voice, you have a good 
Willi " stammered the lord of Sinlgaglia. " * Tis ample time 
to repent when you can do no better. Besides — if you an 
damned, it is in rare good company! " 

" Ay I Saint and Sinner come to the same end I " gurgled 
the Lord Pandulph, ogling the purple Falemian. 

" Fill up your goblets I Though it be a merry life to lead, 
I doubt if it will end in so cheery a death I " said Benilo, his eye 
wandering slowly from one to the other. 

" Fill up the goblets I " shouted the Lord of Spoleto, riung 
and supporting his bulky carcass on the heavy oaken table. 

With a sleepy leer he blinked at the guests. 

" Down on your knees," he roared suddenly, his former 
intent reverting to him. " To the Sanctuary of the Goddess I 
On our knees we will implore her to receive us into her favour." 

A strange tpiit of recklessness had seized Benilo. Instead 

ai resenting or resisting the propodtion, h« was the fint to get 
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down on all fours. His ezampl« had an electrifying effect 
Althoogb they swayed to and fro like sail-boats on angiy sea* 
mivea, aO those still sober enough imitated the Chamberlain 
amid cheers and gnmts, and slowly the singular procession, 
led by Benilo, set in motion with the expressed purpose of 
btToding Theodora's apartments, which were situated beyond 
the great halL The Lord Pandulph resembled some huge 
bear as on all fours he hobbled across the mosaic floor beside 
the Lord of Bracciano, who panted, grunted and swore and 
called on tlw saints, to witness his self-abasement Being 
gouty and stout, he was at one time seized ^th a cramp in bis 
leg and struck out vigorously with the result of string the 
Lord of Civitella squarely in the jaw, whereupon the latter, 
toppling over, literally flooded the hall with pnrfanity and 
surplus wine. The other ten hobbled behind the leaders, 
ousing their own folly, but enjoying to a degree the novels 
of the pageant 

Thus th^ bad traversed the great hall at a speed as great 
as their ^gular mode of locomotion and their intoxicated 
condition would permit. The background of the hall was but 
dimly lighted; the great curtain strung between the two 
masstve pillars, which guarded the entrance into Theodora's 
apartments, excluded the glow of the multi-coloured lamps, 
strung in regular intervals in the corridor beyond. 

Benilo was the first to reach the curtain. Resting one 
hand on the floor, he raised the other, after tlu manner of a 
dog, trying to push its folds aside, when they suddenly and 
noiselessly parted. Something hissed through the air, striking 
the object of its aim a stinging blow in the face — a cry of 
pain and rage, and Benilo, who bad sprung to bis feet, stood 
face to face with llieodora. At tiie same moment the lights 
in the great hall were turned on to a full blaze, revealing in 
Its entire repelling atroci^ the spectacle of the drunkm 
revellers, who, upon experiencing a sudden check to their 
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fortluT progress, had come to a shigg^ halt, some of them 
tuable to retain their balance and toppling over in their tracks. 

** BeastsI Swinel " hissed the woman, her eyes ablaze with 
wrath, the whip which had struck Benilo in the face, still 
quivering in her infuriated grasp. " Out with you — outl " 

The sound of a silver whistle, which she placed between her 
lips, brought some five or six giant Africans to the spot They 
were eunuchs, whose tongues had been torn out, and who, 
possessing no human weakness, were ferocious as the wild 
beasts of their native desert. Theodora gave Uiem a brief com- 
mand In their own tongue and ere the amazed revellers knew 
what was happening to them, they found themselves picked 
op by dusky, muscular arms and unceremoniously ejected from 
the hall, those lying in a semi-conscious stupor tmder the 
tables sharing tlw same fate. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

DBAD LBAVSa 

HILE the nulnans set aboat in 
cleaning the hall and removing 
ttie last vestiges of the night's 
dflbaudi, Theodora faced Benilo 
urith such contempt in her iaA 
^es, that for a moment Ou 
Chamberlain's boasted insolence 
almost deserted him, and though 
seething with rage at the chas- 
tisement inflicted upon him he 
awaited her speech in silence. She faced him, leaning against 
a marble statue, her hands plaTing nervously with the whip. 

" For once I have discovered you in your true station, the 
station of the foul, crouching beast, to which you were bom, 
had not some accident played into the devil's hands by ^ving 
you the glittering semblance of the snake," she said slowly and 
with a disdain rin^g from her words, which cut even his 
debased nature to the core. " I haye whipped you, as one whips 
a cur: do you still deure me for your wife ? " 

With lips tightly compressed be looked down, not daring to 
meet her fierce gaze of hatred, which was burning into his very 
brain. 

" I see little reason for chan^g my mind," he replied after 
a brief pause, while as he spoke his cheek seemed to bum 
with shame, where the whip had struck it, and her evil, terrible 
beauty, exposed in her airy night-robe, roused all the wild 
demoniacal pasdons in his soul. 
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The whip trembled in her hBnds. 

" And yon call ^ouTself a nianl " she said with a withering 
look of contempt, under which he winced. 

Then she continued in a hard and cheerless voice, wherein 
spoke more than simple aversion, a voice that seemed as it 
were petrified with grief, with remorse and hatred of the man 
who had been the cause of her fall. 

" Listen to me, Benllo, — mark well my words. What I 
have twea, you know : the beloved, the adored wife of a man, 
wlio would have carried me through life's storms under the 
shelter of his love, — a man, who would have shed the last 
drop of his life's blood for ^nevra, — that was. Por two 
years we lived in happiness. I had begged him never to lift 
the veil which shrouded my birth, — a wish he respected, a 
promise he kept. In the field and at court he pursued the 
even tenor of his way, — happy and content with my love. 
Then there crept into our home a hypocrite, a liar, a fiend, 
vdio could mock the devils in hell to scorn. He stands there, — 
Benllo, lus name, — a foul thing, who shrank from nothing 
to gain his ends. Some fiend revealed to him the awful secret 
of Ginevra's birth, a secret which he used to draw her step 
by step from the men she loved, to perpetrate a deceit, the 
cunning of which would put the devils to blush. He promised 
to restore to her what is her own by right of her birth. He 
roused in her all the evil which ran riot in her blood, and when 
she had given herself to blm, he revealed himself the lying fiend 
he was. Stung by the furies of remorse, which haunted her 
night and day, — in her despair the woman made her love the 
prize, wherewith to purchase that for which she had brokm 
the tudiest ties. But those she made happy were beasts, — 
enjoying her favour, giving nothing in return. My heart is 
sick of it, — sick of this sham, sick of this baseness. Heaven 
once vouchsafed me a sinner's glimpse of paradise, of a home 
of purity and peace where indeed I might have been a queen, — 
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a queen so different from the one who mles a gilded cha^l•^ 
house." 

Beniio had listened in silent amazement. He failed to 
sound the drift of Theodora's speech. The whip-lash burned 
on his cheek. Her sudden dejection gave him back some of 
his former courage. 

" I believe Theodora is discovering that she once pocseosed 
a conscience," he said with a sardonic smile. " How does the 
violent change agree with you ? " he drawled insolently, for 
the first time raising his eyes to hers. 

She appeared not to heed the question, but nodding wearily 
she said: 

" I am not myself to-night. Despite all which has happened, 
I etand here a suppliant before the man who has ruined my 
Hfe. I have something else to say." 

" Then I fear you have played your game and lost," be said 
brutally. 

Theodore interrupted his speech with a gesture, and when she 
spoke, a shade of sadness touched her halting tones. 

" Last night he came to me in my dream. — I will never 
forget the ezpresuon with which he regarded me. I am weary 
of it all, — weary unto death." 

" Unfortunately our wager does not concern itself with 
sleep-walking — though it seems your only chance of luring 
your over-Bcrupulous mate to your bower." 

The woman started. 

" Surely, you do not mean to hold me to the wager 7 " 

He smiled sardonically. 

" Considering the risk I run in this affair — why 
not ? Eckhaidt is a man of action — so is Beniio, — «4io 
has performed the rare miracle of compelling the grave 
to return to his arms Ginevra, a queen hideed, — ci her 
Mud." 

Sure^ some eztiaordinaiy change bad taken jdace In the 
J<4 
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boaom of the wonun before him. She nceind the thrust 
without parrying it 

" I Bee," he continued after a brief pause, " EcUiardt proves 
too mighty a rock, even for Tlieodora to move! " 

"His irill is Btrong — but all night in his lonely cell he 
called GlneTra*8 name." 

" Yon are well infoimed. Why not take Ha veil your- 
self, — since a life of serene pladdity seems so suddenly to 
your taste ? " 

" And where ia it written that I shall not ? " she questioned, 
looking him full in the eye. Benllo winced. If she would 
but quarrel. He felt insecure in her present mood. 

" Here — on the tablets of my memory, where a certain 
wager is recorded," he replied. 

She turned upon him angrily. 

" It is you who forced me to it against my wilL ->• I took 
up your gauntlet, Btung by your biting ridicule, goaded by 
your insults to a weak and senseless folly." 

" Then you acknowledge yourself vanquished 7 " 

" I am not vanquished. What I undertake, I cany throogb 
— if I wish to carry it through." 

** It lias to my mind ceased to be a matter of chcdce with 
you," drawled the Chamberlain. " In three days Eckhardt*B 
fate will be sealed, — as far as this world of oun is concerned. 
Yon see, your chances are small and you have no time to lose." 

" Day after to-morrow — holy Virgin — so soon ? " gasped 
Theodora. 

" You have Inadvertent^ caQed on one whose calls yon 
have not of late returned," aneered tiie Chambeiiain, witti 
insolent ncnclialance. 

" Day after to-morrow," Theodora repeated, stroking her 
brow with one white hand. " Day after to-morrowt " 

" Do not despair," Benilo drawled sardonically. " Much 
can happen in two days." 

I6S 
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She did not seem to hear him. Her thoughts seemed to 
roam far away. Then tliey returned to earth.- For a moment 
ihe studied the man btfore her in silence, then dropping the 
whip, she stretched out her hand to him. 

" Release me from this wager," she pleaded, " and all 
shall be forgotten and forgiven." 

He did not touch the hand. It fell. 

" Theodora," he whispered hoarsely. " Ton will never 
know how I love youl I am not as evil as I seem. Bat 
there are moments when I lose control and madness choices 
my better self, in the hopeless hunt for yotir love. Theodora — 
biuy the pastl Give up this balefnl existence — live irith me 
again." 

She lauglied a shrill laugh. 

" Your concubine 1 And you have the courage to ask this? " 

" Ton know I love the very ground you tread on." 

" Is that all yon have to tell me 7 " 

" Is not that enou£^ ? " 

" No — it is not enough t " she replied with flashing eyes. 
*< Between us stand tba barriers of etemityl " 

He paled. 

" Do not dismiss me like this. It is ^ more cruel than jroa 
know. If you kill my hope, you leave me a prey to the devils 
of jealousy and . madness, — the evil things of your own 
creation I Come back to mel I only ask the love you gave 
me once, — the love yon thought you gave me, — a grain, a 
crumb." 

She turned her face away. 

" Never again I Never again 1 " 

The fevered blood raced swifdy from his cheek. For a 
moment be watched her in ^ence, his eyes like slits in his 
hard, pale face, then he turned on his heel and laughed aloud. 

A shudder she could not repress crept over the w(mian*s 
wott, white skin. 
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**Benilol ** she called to him. He tnnwd and come slo^y 
back. 

" Benilo," she continued nervously, " release me from this 
vagerl I cannot go on — I cannot. If he is bent upon leaving 
the world, let him retire in peace and do not stir the misery 
which lies couchent in the hidden depths of his soul. He has 
suffered enough, — more than enough, — more than should 
fall to one man's lot. Do not drive me to madness, — I 
cannot do it — I cannot." 

" Your thoughts are only for him. For me you have noth- 
ing," he replied fiercely. 

" I owe him everything — nothing to yout " 

" Then go to him, to release you, — I vriU notl " 

" I cannot do it I Be merciful I " 

The Chamberlain bowed and answered mockingly. 

"It rests withyoul" 

" With me ? " 

" Acknowledge your defeat I " 

" What do you mean ? " she asked with rising fear. 

Benilo shrugged his shoulders. 

" We made a wager — the loser pays." 

" But the forfeit ? " she cried in terror. " You would not 
claim — you would not chain me to you for ever ? " 

He regarded her with a slow triumphant smile and answered 
cruelly: 

" Forever ? At one time Ihe thought had less terrors for 
you I " 

She disregarded bis sarcasm, continuing in the same plaintive 
tone of entreaty, which was mu^c in Benilo's ear. 

" But surely — you do not mean it) You would not profit 
by a woman's angry folly. I was mad, — insane, — I knew 
not what I said, what I did I Benilo, I will admit defeat, — 
failure, — anything, — only release me from this fearful 
wager. I ask you as a man, — have pity tm mel " 
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** What ^ty have 70U lavished on me ? " 

" Were you deserving of fity ? " 

" My love — " 

** Tonr lovel What is your love, but the lost of the wild 
beast 7 " she exclaimed, flying into a pasdon, but instantly 
checking herself. 

*' Think of it, Benilo," she urged in desperation, " I could 
conquer, if I would. Once Eckhardt lays eyes on me, I can 
lead him to my will. Hever can I forget the look he gave me 
when I faced him before my own tomb in tlie churchyard of 
San Pancrano. Never will that wild ezpnndon of despair and 
longing, which spoke to me from liis mute eyes, fade from 
my memory. Whether lie believed that I was a pale, mocking 
phantom — what he imagined that I was, I know not — I 
could win him. If I would." 

"Then win himi " snarled Benilo, through his straight 

dihiiipi. 

"No I No I" she cried ^teonsly. "Eckhardt is noble. 
He believed in me, — he trusted me. He believes me dead. 
He has no inkling of the vile thing 1 ami I listened to his 
prayer to the Virgin — once more he uSsti to see the face ci 
tiw woman he had loved above eveiything on earth. And you 
ask me to tear the veil from his eyes and drag liim down into 
the sloth and slime of my ezistencel His faith falls upon me 
like a knotted scourge, — his love — a blow upon my guilty 
head. He gave me life-long love in payment for a lie ; he gave 
me love unwavering and true beyond ttie grave. When I 
think of it all — I long to die of shamel Ton caused me to 
believe he was dead, — that he had fallen defending the Eastern 
Haich. I thanked Heaven for tlie message; I envied him his 
eternal rest. It was one of your black deceits, — perhaps one 
of your mildest. Let it pass 1 But again to enter into his life — 
Hoi noP'she moaned. "By the God of Love — I will not I" 

She gave a wild moan and covered her foce vrtth her hands. 
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Banilo look«d on in dlenca, scarce credithig tlu pioof of 
sigbt and wnind. Onc« — twice be moved his lips, ere speech 
would flow. 

" Tou have but to choose," be said. " Come to me — my 
wife or concabine, — I care not which, and I pledge you my 
word, he shall die) I have but spared him untO I sounded 
your humour t " 

She shivered, and raised her hands as if to conjure away 
some apparition. 

'* Ho — no — neverl " she gasped. " You would not daiet 
You would not dare I You are butfrigbtening mel Have ^ty 
on me and let me gol " 

" I do not detain yon I Go if you irili, but remember the 
wagerl'* 

Her bead drooped, while Benilo drew nearer, bending his 
exultant eyes on her wilted form, and in the passion which 
mastered him, be grasped ber wrists and drew her bands 
apart, then kissed her passionately upon the lips. 

With a hunted ciy, she wrenched herself away, and leaping 
backward, faced him, her voice choked with panting f uiy : 

" Fool I Devil 1 Coward I Could you not respect a woman's 
grief for the degradation you have forced upon ber? Dog I 
I might have paid your forfeit bad I died of shame I But now — 
I will noti " Sb» snapped ber fingers in his face. " This for 
your wagerl This for an oath to you — tlie veimin of the 
earthi" 

Benilo took a backward step, awed by the flaming madneea 
in her eyei. 

" Take care I " he growled threateningly. 

" The vermin that crawls In tbe dust, I say,** she reiterated 
panting, "the dust — the dust I Bettor a thousand deaths 
than tbe brute love you offerl Between us it is a duel to the 
death) I will win blm back, — if I have to barter my e^ 
beauty for eternal damnation, — if onr entwined soule bom 
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to crisp in pui^toiy, — I will win him back, nvealing my> 
self to him the foul thing I am, — and t^ way of contiast 
sing your praises, my Lord Benilo — believe me, — the devils 
themselves shall be wroth with jealousy at my song." 

There was something in the woman's eye, which staggered 
the Chamberiain. 

" You would not dare 1 " he exclaimed aghast, 

"I dare everything I You have challenged me and now 
your coward soul quails before the issue I — You would have 
me recede, — go I I've done with you I " 

" Not yet," Benilo replied, with his sinister diawl — tA^Xi% 
nearer the woman. " I have something else to say to youl 
Your words are but air I You have measured your strength 
mth mine and failed I Go to your old time love I Tell him 
you found a conscience, — tell him where you found it, — 
and see if he allows you leisure to confess all your other 
peccadilloes, trifling though they bel Still — the risk is 
equal. I have a mind to take the chance I Once more, Theo- 
dora, — confess yourself defeated, — acknowledge that the 
champion is beyond your reach — be mine — and the wager 
shall be wiped outl " 

She rec4riled from him, raising her hands in onfdgned 
horror and cried: 

" ITever — never." 

Benilo shrugged bis shoulders. 

"As you will I " 

" Then you would have me make him untrue to his vows ? 
You would have me add this sin too, to my others ? " 

He laughed sardonically, while he feasted his eyes on her 
great beauty. 

" It wiU not add much to the burden, I ween." 

She gave him one look, in which fear mingled with contempt 
and turned to go, when irith a spring, stealthy as the pan- 
ther's, he overtook her, and pinning down her aims, bent 
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back tlu proud head and once more pressed his Hps npos the 
wonun's. 

'With a ay like a wounded animal she released herself, 
pushed him back with the strength of her vigorous youth and 
spat in his face. 

" Do you stilt desire me ? " she hissed mth flaming eyes. 

He sprang at her with a furious oath, but bis outstretched 
fingers grasped the air. Theodora had vanished. Recoiling 
from the towering forms of the Africans, who guarded the 
corridor leading to her apartments, Benilo staggered blindly 
back into the dark deserted halls. Here he found himself face 
to face with Hezilo the harper, who seemed to rise out oi the 
shadows like some ill-omened phantom. 

" If you waver now," the harper spoke with his sttai^ 
unimpassioned voice, — " you are lost I " 

The Chamberlain stopped before the harper's arresting 
words. 

" What can I do 7 " be groaned with a deep breath. " My 
soul half smks beneath the mighty burden I liave heaped upon 
it, it quails before the fatal issue." 

" You have measured your strength with the woman's," 
replied the harper. " She has felt the c(mquering whip-liand. 
Onward I Unflinchingly I Relentlessly I Stw dare not face the 
flnal issue I " 

"I need new courage, as the dread hour approaches!" 
Benilo replied, his breath coming fast between his set teeth. 
" And from your words, your loolis, I drink iti " 

" Then take it from this also : If now you fail hardly the 
grave would be a refuge." 

Benilo peered up at his strange counsellor. 

" Man or devil, — who are you to read the depths of the soul 
of man ? " he queried amazed, vainly endeavouring to penetrate 
the vizor, which shaded the harper's face. 

" Perhaps neither," a voice answered which seemed to come 
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from the remotest part of the great hall, yet it vas Hezilo the 
harper, who spoke, " Perchance some spirit, permitted to 
Tetttm to earth to good man to his final and greatest faU." 

" It shall tw as you say I " Benilo spoke, rousing himself. 
" Onward I Relenllessty I Unfiinchingly I " 

He staggered from the hall. 

" Perhaps I too should have flagged and failed, had not one 
thought whispered hope to me in the long and solitaiy hours 
which fill up the interstices of time," muttered the harper, 
gazing after the Chamberiain's vanishing form. 

The voices died to silence. The pale light of dawn peered 
into the deserted hall. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE PHANTOM AT THE SHRINB 

T last ttw eveniog had ctnne, 

when Eckbardt was for ever to 

retire from the world, to spend 

the remainder of his days in 

prayers and penances, within 

the dismal walls of the cloister. 

The pontiff himself was to 

officiate at the high ceremony, 

which was to close the last 

chapter in the great general's 

life. Daylight was fading fast, and the faint light, which 

gtill glimmered through the western windows of St. Peter's 

Basilica had long since lost its sunset ruddiness and was little 

more than a pale shadow. The candles, their mighty rival 

departed, blazed higher now in merry fitfulness, delighting to 

play in grotesque imagery over the monkish faces, which 

haunted the gloom. 

One end of the Basilica was now luminous irith the pale 
glow of innumerable slender tapeis of every length, ranged in 
gradatsd order round the altar. Their mellow radiance drove 
the gloom a quarter of the way down the cathedral. The 
masdve bronze doors at the farther end were still shut and 
locked. The only way <tf entering the church was through 
the sacristy, by way of the north transepts, to which only the 
monks had access. Ho sound that should ring out within 
these mighty walls to-night could reach the ears of those who 
might be in the streets without. 
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Meanwhile the quiescent echoes of the vast Baulica v»m 
<U8tiirbed by fitful murmurs from the Sacris^. Far in the 
distance, from the north transept, might be distinguished 
light footfalls. Slowly a double file of monJcs entered the 
church, walking to the rhythm of a subdued processional chant, 
wliich rose through the sombre shadows of the aisles. At the 
tame time tiie great portals of the Basilica were thrown open 
to the countless throngs, which had been waiting without and 
which now, like waters released from the impediment of a 
dam, nuhed into the immense area, waiting to receive them. 

The rumour of Eckhardt's impending consecration had 
added no little to the desire of the Romans to be present at a 
spectacle such as had not irithin the memory of man fallen to 
their lot to behold, and it seemed as if all Rome had fiocked to 
the ancient Baalica to witness the great and touching ordeal 
at which the youthful Pontiff himself was to officiate. Seem- 
ingly interminable procesdons of monks, bearing huge waxen 
tapers, of choristers, acolytes and incense-bearers, with a 
long array of crosses and other holy emblems continued to 
pour Into the Basilica. The priests were in their bright robes 
of high-ceremony. The choristers chanted a psalm as they 
passed on and the incense bearers swung their diver censers. 

The Pontiff's face was a rarely lovely one to look upon; 
It was that of a mere youth. Bis chin was smooth as any 
woman's and the altar cloth was not as white as his delicate 
hands. The halo of golden hair, which encircled his tonsure, 
gave him the appearance of a saint. Marvellously, indeed, 
did stole, mitre and staff become the delicate face and figure 
of Bruno of Carinthia, and if there was some incongrui^ 
between the spun gold of his fair hair and the severity of the 
mitre, which surrounded it, there was none in all that asaembfy 
to note it. 

At the door, awaiting the pontifical train, stood the venerable 
Gerbert trf Aurillac, impressive in his white and gold dalmatica 
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a^dnst the red robes (rf the chapter. Preceded by two cardinals 
the Pontiff mounted the steps, entering througb the great 
bnmze portals of the BadUca, which poured a wave of music 
and incense out upon the hushed piazza. Then they closed 
againi engulfing the brilliant procession. 

The chant ceased and the monks silently ranged themselves 
in a close semi-drcle about the high-altar. There was a brief 
and impressive dlence, while the deep, melodious voice of 
the Archbishop of Rheims was raised hi prayer. The monies 
chanted the Agnus Dei, then a deep hush of expectation fell 
upon the multitudes. 

The faint echoes of approaching footsteps now broke the 
intense silence which pervaded the immense area of the Basil- 
ica. Accompanied by two monks, Eckhardt slowly strode down 
the aisle, which the reverential tread of millions had already 
worn to unevenness. In an obscured niche he had waited 
their signal, racked by doubts and fears, and less convinced 
than ever that the final step he was about to take would lead 
to the deMred goal. From his station he could distinguish 
faint silhouettes of the glittering spars in the vaulting, and 
the sculptured chancel^ twisted and beaten Into fantastic 
shapes and the line of ivory white Apostles. As he approached 
the monks gathered closely round the chancel, where, under 
the pontifical canopy, stood the golden chair oi the Vicar of 
Christ 

Eckhardt did not raise his eyes. Once only, as in mute 
questioning, did his gaze meet that of Gregory, then he knelt 
before the altar. Sia ardent desire was about to be fulfilled. 
As this momentous time approached, Eckbardt's hesitation 
in taking the irrevocable step seemed to diminish — and 
gradually to vanish. He was even full of Impatient joy. Never 
did bridegroom half so eagerly count the hours to his wedding, 
as did the German leader the moments which were for ever to 
relieve him of that gnawing pain that consumed his soul. 
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In the broken fitful ilumber of tbe preceding night he hod seen 
himself chanting the mass. To be a monk seemed to him now 
the last and noblest refuge from the tonnents which gnawed 
the strings of his heart. At this moment he would have dis- 
dained the estate of an emperor or king. There was no choice 
left now. The bridge lea^g into the past was destroyed and 
Ecldmrdt awaited his anointment more calmly. 

Gregory's face was grave end to t close observer it would 
have appeared to withhold approval from that which added 
greater glory to the Church, as if anticipating proportionately 
greater detriment for the state. As Edihardt knelt in silent 
prayer, all but entranced in religious ecstasy, he noted not the 
nearness of Benilo, who watched him like a tiger from the half 
gloom of his station. The hush in the Basilica was well-nigh 
oppresrive. ^nie Romans, who had fiocked hither to witness 
the uncommon dght of a victorious leader abandoning the 
life at a court for the cassock of a monk, and perhaps inward^ 
calculating the immense consequences of a step so grave, 
waited breathless^ until that step should be accomplished. 
Those whose sympathies hiy with the imperial party were 
filled with grave mis^vings, for if Eckhardt's example found 
imitators in the German host, the cause of the emperor would 
grow weaker in proportioD as the prestige of the Romans and 
the monks increased. 

The benediction had been pronounced. The Communion 
in both kind had been partaken. The palms of Eckhardt bad 
been anointed with consecrated oil, and finally the celebra- 
tion of the Holy Rite had been offered up in company with the 
officiating Cardinal. 

It was done. There remained little more than the catting 
of the tonsure, and from the world, which had once claimed 
him — from the world to which he still unconsciously clung 
with fevered pulses, — Eckhardt was to vanish for ever. As the 
officiating CanUnat of Son Gregorio approached the kneeling 
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general, the latter chanced to raise his head. A deadly pallor 
overspread hig features as his eyes gazed beyond the eccleuas- 
tic at one of the great stone pilUrs, half of which was wrapt in 
dense gloom. The ceremony, so splendid a moment ago, 
seemed to fade before the aspect of those terrible eyes, which 
peered into his own from a woman's face, pale as death. 
Throughout the church darhsess seemed suddenly to reign. 
The candies paled in their sconces of gold before the glare of 
those eyes, calculated to make or mar the destinies of man. 

Against the incense saturated gloom, her beau^ shone out 
like a heavenly revelation; she seemed herself the fountain of 
light, to give it rather than to receive it. For a moment Eck- 
hardt lowered his gaze, little doubting but that the apparition 
was some new temptation of the fiend, to make him waver at 
the decisive moment. Tlie ceremony proceeded. But when 
after a few moments, not being able to withstand the lure, he 
looked tit) again, he saw her glittering In a bright penumbra, 
which dazzled Mm like the burning disk of the sun. And as 
he gazed upon the strange apparition, tall with the carriage of 
a goddess, her eyes darting rays like stars, winging straight 
for his heart — and she the very image of his dead wife, just 
as she had appeared to him on that memorable n^ht in the 
churchyard of San Pancnzio, — he hardly knew whether the 
flame tliat lighted those orbs came from heaven to strengthen 
his resolve, or from hell, to foil it But from devil or angel 
assuredly it came. 

Her white teeth shone in the terrible smile, with which she 
regarded him. The smooth alabaster skin of her throat glistened 
with a pearly sheen. Her white robe, falling from her head to 
her feet, straight as the winding sheet <rf death, matched the 
marble pallor of her complexion, and her hands, seemingly 
holding the shroud in place, were as white as fresh fallen snow. 

As Eckhardt continoed to gaze upon her, he felt the flood- 
Sates of bis memory re-open; he felt the portals of the past, 
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which had seemed locked and barred, swing back upon their 
hinges, grating deep down in his soul. And with the sight ot 
the phantom standing before him, bo life-like, so beautiful, 
all the mad longing bounded back into his heart. Gripped by 
a terrible pain, he heard neither the chant, nor the words at 
the Cardinal. Everything around him seemed to fade, but the 
teiiible b^g still held his gaze with those deep and marreUons 
eyes, that had all the brightness and life of the sapphire seas. 

Bckiiardt felt he was being carried far from the sphere ot 
the cloister into a world at whose gates new desires were 
knocUng. While he mechanically muttered the responses to 
the queries, which the Cardinal put to liim, his wliole soul 
began to rise in arms against tlie words his tongue was uttering. 
A secret force seemed to drag them from him, he felt the gaze 
<rf the thousands weighing upon lilm like a cope <rf lead. Yet 
it seemed that no one in all that vast assembly heeded the 
strange apparition, and if there appeared any hesitancy in 
Eckhardt's responses, or a strange restlessness in his de- 
meanour, it was charged to the consciousnesB of the mo- 
mentoous change, the respondbilify of the Irrevocable step, 
crushing life, omUdon and hope. 

But the countenance of the mysterious apparition did not 
change as the ceremony progressed. Steadfastiy, with tender 
and caresang gaze she seemed to regard him, her whole soul 
in her straining eyes. Wiih an effort, which might have 
moved a mountain, Eckhardt strove to cry out, that he would 
never be a monk. It was in vain. His tongue clove to the 
roof of his mouth. Not even by sign could he re^t. Wide 
awake, he seemed to be in the throes of one of those nightmares, 
wherein one cannot utter the words on which life itself depends. 
Hie apparition seemed instinctively to read and to comprehend 
the torture, which racked Eckhardt's breast. And tlie glance 
she cast upon him seemed so fraught with the echoes of despair, 
that it froze Us heart to the core. 
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Was it indeed but an apparition ? 

Was tiilB terrible aemblance to his dead wife more tiun a 
mere accident ? 

The chalice, with the blood of Christ, trembled iuEckhardt's 
hand. He was about to pass it to his lips. But try as he 
might, he could not avert his gaze. Those terrible eyes, the 
marble calm of the face of his dead wife seemed to draw him 
onward, — onward. — Forgotten was church, and ceremony, 
end vow; forgotten everything before tliat phantom from 
beyond the grave. It held him with a power which mocked to 
scorn every effort to escape its spell. The apparition lured 
him on, as almost imperceptibly it began to recede, without 
once abandoning its gaze. 

A wild shriek re-echoed through the high-vaulted dome 
of the Basilica of St. Peter. It was the shriek of a mad- 
man, who has escaped his guards, but fears to be overtaiten. 
The golden chalice fell from Eckhardt's nerveless grasp, spilling 
its contents over the feet <tf the Cardinal of San Gregorio who 
raised his hands in unfeigned dismay and muttered an amtth- 
ema. Then, with a white, wet face, Eckhardt staggered blindly 
to his feet, groping, with outstretched arms, toward the appari- 
tion — which seemed to recede farther and farther away into 
the gloom. 

The hush of deatii had fallen upon the assembly. The monk 
Cyprianus raised aloft his arms, as though invoking divine in- 
terposition and exorcising the fiend, ffis eyes, the eyes of the 
assembled thousands and the stare <rf Benilo, the Chamberlain, 
followed the direction of Eckhardt's outstretched arms. Sud- 
denly he was seen to pause before one <rf the massive jullars, 
pale as death, mumbling strange words, accompanied by 
stranger gestures. Then he gazed about like one waking from 
a terrible dream — the spot wliere the apparition had mocked 
him but a moment ago was deserted I Had it been but another 
temptation d the fiend 7 
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Bat nol' It was impostible. Thjs woman had made him 
utterly her own ; her glance had suflSced to snap asunder the 
fetters of a self-imposed yoke, as though her will, powerful eyen 
after death, had suddenly passed upon him. Though h« saw 
her not at the present moment, he had but to close his eyes, 
to see her as distinctly as if she were still present in the body. 
And in that moment Eckhardt felt all the horrors of the path 
he was about to choose, the dead and terrible aspect of the life 
he was about to espouse. To be a monk, to crawl till death 
in the chill shade of the cloister, to see none save living 
spectres, to watch by the nameless corpses of folks unknown^ 
to wear his raiment for his coffin's pall — a terrible dread 
seized him. One brief hour spent before an altar and some gab- 
bled words were about to cut him off for ever from the society of 
the living. With his own hand he was about to seal the stone 
upon his tomb, and turn the key in the lock of the door of Life. 

like a whirlwind these thoughts passed through Eckhardfs 
brain. Then he imaged once more that he saw the eyes ot 
his dead wife gazing upon him, burning into the very depths 
<rf his soul. What made their aspect so terrible to Um, he was 
not just ttien in the frame to analyze. Some mysterious 
force, which had left the sweetness of her face unmarred, 
seemed to have imparted something to her eyes that inspired 
him with an imaccountable dread. 

As he paused thus before the pillar, presdng his icy hands 
to bis fevered temples, vainly groping for a solution, vainly 
endeavouring to break the fetters which bound his will and 
seemed to crush hia strength, there broke upon his ears the 
loud command of the officiating monk, to return and bid the 
Fiend de^t. These words broke the deadly spell which had 
benumbed his senses and caused him to remain riveted to 
the spot, where the phantom had hovered. His sunken eyes 
glared as those of a madman, as he slowly turned in response 
to the monk's behest. The hot breaUi came pantiI^; ttam be- 
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tween Ms parched lips. Then, vithoat heeding the ceremony, 
without heeding the monks or the spectators who had fioched 
hither to witness his consecration, Ecldiardt dashed through 
the circle of wliich lie had formed the central figure and, ere 
the amazed spectator^ knew what happened or tlie monks could 
stem his precipitate flight, the ctiief of tlie imperial hosts 
rushed out of tile church in liis robes of consecration and 
vanished from sight. 

So quickly, so unexpectedly did it all happen, that even the 
offldating Cardinal seemed completely paralyzed by the sud- 
demiess of Eckhardt's flight. There was no doubt in the mind 
of Cyprianns that the Margrave had gone mad and his whispered 
orders sent two monks speeding after tlie demented neophjrte. 
Deep, ominous silence hovered over the vast area of the Ba^ca. 
It seemed as if the very air was fraught with deep portent, and 
ominous forebodings of impending danger filled the hearts of 
the assembled thousands. The people knelt in alent prayer 
and breathless expectation. Would Eckhardt return ? Would 
the ceremony proceed ? 

Among all those, who had so eagerly watched the uncommon 
spectacle of whose crowning glory they were about to see them- 
selves deprived, there was but one to whom the real cause of 
the scene which had just come to a close, was no nqrsteiy. 
Benilo alone knew the cause of Eckhardt's flight. To the 
last moment he had triumphed, convinced that no temptation 
could turn from his chosen path a mind so stem as Eckhardt's. 
But when the effect of the mysterious vision upon the kneeling 
general became apparent, when his restlessness grew with 
every moment, up to the terrible cUmoz, accentuated by his 
madman's yell, when, unmindful of the monk's admonition — 
he saw him rush out of the church in his consecrated robes — 
ttien Benilo knew that the general would not return. For the 
time all the insolent boastfutness of his nature forsook him 
and be shivered as one seized with a sudden chill. Without 
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awaiting what was to come, unseen and unnoticed amidst 
the all-perrading consternation, the Chamberlain rushed out 
of the Basilica by the same door through which Eckhardt 
had gained the open. 

Under his canopy sat the Vice-Gerent of Christ, eurrounded 
by the consecrated cardinals and bishops and the monks of 
the various orders. Without an inkling d tlie true cause 
prompting Eckhardt's precipitate flight Gregory had witnessed 
the terrible scene, which had just come to a close. But in- 
wardly he rejoiced. For only when every opposition to Eck- 
hardt's mad deidre had appeared fruitless, had the Pontiff 
acquiesced In granting to him the special dispensafium, which 
shortened the time of bis novitiate to the limit of three days. 

But it was not a maiter for the moment, for Gregory himself 
was to partake of tiie Communion and the monk Cyprianus^ 
who was to perform the holy office, a tribute to the order 
whose superior he was, had just blessed the host. In his 
consecrated hand the wine was to turn into the blood of Christ, 
Gregory had just partaken of the holy wafer. Now the monk 
placed the golden tube in the golden chalice and, drawing Ua 
cowl deeply over his forehead, passed the other end of the 
tube to the Pontiff. 

Gregory placed the golden tube to his lips, and as he sipped 
Uie wine, changed into blood, the two cardinals on duty ap- 
proached the sacred throne, a torch in one hand, a small 
bundle <tf tow in the other. According to custom they set the 
tow on fire. 

Again the unison chant of the monks resounded; the 
assembled thousands lying prosbcate in prayer. 

Suddenly there arose a strange bustle round tb» pontifical 
canopy. Suppressed murmurs broke the ^ence. Htmks were 
to be seen rushing hither and thither. Gregory had fainted I 
The monk Cyprianus seemed vainly endeavouring to revive 
Um. For a moment the crowds remained in aw»-ttnick 
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silence, then, as if the grim spectre of Death had visibly ap- 
peared amongst them, the terror-stricken worshippers nished 
out of the Basilica of St. Peter and soon the terrible rumour 
was rife in the ctreets of Rome. Pope Gregory the Fifth was 
dying. 



183 



Digmzefl by Google 



CHAPTER XV 

THE DEATH WATCH 

HE sun bad sunk to rest and 
tiie n<nseB of the day wen 
dying out, one by one. Tbe 
deep husb of tbe bour of dusk 
settled once more over the city, 
shaken to its veiy depths by 
tlie terrible catastrophe and up- 
heaved by the f anaticism of the 
monks, who roused tbe populace 
to a paroxysm of frenzy and 
fear which gave way to pandemonium itself, when the feelings 
ot tbe masees, strung to their utmost tension, leaped into tbe 
oppomts extreme. Crescentius had remained shut up in Castel 
San Angelo, but tbe monk Cyprianus could be seen Btalldng 
through the d.ty at the hour of dusk, and whosoever met him 
crossed himself devoutly, and prayed to have time for con- 
fession, when the end was nigh. 

The Importance of the impending change Impressed itself 
upon every mind. The time when worldly power alone could 
hope to successfully cope with the crying evils of a fast deca^g 
age, of a woild, grown old and stale and rotten, upon v^ch 
had not yet fallen tbe beam of tiie Renaissance, was not yet at 
hand, and tlie fatal day of Canossa had not yet illumined the 
century with its lurid glare. 

Therefore Otto bad diosen Bruno, the friend of his boyhood, 
for the highest honours in Christendom, Bruno, one in mind, 
ooe in soul with himself, and the Conclave had by its vote 
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ratified tba imperial choice. But Bniiio himself had not wlahed 
the honour. While lie shared the high ideals of his royal 
friend he laclied that confidence hi himself, wliich vtB lO 
essential a requirement for the ruler whose tlircme swayed 
on ttw atorm-tossed billows of the Roman See. Bruno was 
of a rather retrospective turn of mind, end it was doubtful, 
wtiether he would be able to carry out the sweeping reforms 
planned by Theophano'a Idealistic son, and regarded with 
secret abhorrence by the Italian cardinals. Only with the aid 
of the venerable Gerbert liad Gregory consented to enter upon 
the grave duties awaiting him at ^e head of the Christian 
world at a time when that world seemed to totter in its very 
foundations. And he had paid the penal^, cut down in the 
prime of life. 

In the Vatican cliapel on a bier, round which were burning 
bIz wax candles is silver-sticks, lay the fast decaying body of 
Gregory V. Terrible rumours concerning the Pontiff's death 
were abroad in the d^. The doors of the Pope's private apart- 
ments had been found ioclied from withhi. The terrified 
attendants had not ventured to return to the Vatican until the 
gray morning light of tiie succeeding day bnikt behind the 
crests of the Apennines. They bad broken down the door, 
rumour had it, but to recoU from the terrible sight which met 
their eyes. On his bed lay tlie dead Pontiff. The head and 
right arm almost touched the floor, as if in the death-struggle 
he had lost his balance. Traces of burnt parchment on the 
floor and an emp^ phial on tlie table betide him intentifled, 
rather than cleared up the mystery. And as they approached, 
terror-stricken, and endeavoured to lift tlie body, the right arm 
almost severed itself from the trunk at their touch, and the body 
was fast turning black. The handsome features of the youth 
were gray and drawn, his liair clammy and dishevelled and the 
open eyes stared frightfully into qiace as if vainly ■•■w.Wwg 
for the murderer. 
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Whatever Gerbert's stispiciau were wheo, too late, ht ar- 
rived in the death chamber, no hint escaped his lips. Under 
his pers<»ial care the body oi the hapless youth was prepared 
for interment, then he hurriedly convoked the ConcUve and 
ordered the gates of Rome closed against any one attempting 
to leave the city. 

The Vatican chapel was hung with funereal tapestry. 
Everywhere were seen garlands of flowers entwined wiQi 
branches of cypress. In the middle of the chapel stood the bier, 
covered with black velvet. A choir of monks, robed in vest- 
ments of black damask, was chanting the last Requiem. The 
Cardinal of Sienna was conducting the last rites. As the 
echoes of the chant died away under the vaulted arches, a 
monk approached the bier, and sprinkled the corpse with holy 
water. The Cardinal pronounced the benediction; the monk 
bent slightly over the body when a drop from the forehead at 
(bt dead Pontiff rebounded to his face. He shuddered and 
hastily retreated behind the monks, who formed into the 
recessicmal. Onfy two remained in the chapel. Contrary to 
all custom they extinguished the candles which had burnt 
down half-way. The smaller ones they left to flicker out, 
until they should pitifully flare up once more, then to go out 
in the great darkness like the soul of man, when his hour has 
come. 

The last and only one to remain ^th!n the chapel to hold 
the death-watch with the Pontiff, was Eckhardt, the Margrave. 
Wrapt in his dark fancies he sat beside the bier. After his 
precipitate flight all memory of what succeeded had vanished. 
Exhausted and tottering he had found himself in the palace 
on the Caelian Mount, where he shot himself up till the terrible 
tidings of the Pontiff's death penetrated to the solitude of his 
abode. Now it seemed to him that the moment he would set 
foot in the streets of Rome, some dark and fearful revelation 
awaited him. Since that night, when the stnu^ apparition 
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had dnwn him from the altars of ChrUt, had caused bim to 
renounu the towb his lips wen ahoat to pronoimce, a tenibla 
fear and siuplcion had gripped liis soul. The i^esentimeiit at 
some awful msmteiy haunted him night end day, as he brooded 
over the terrible fascination of those eyes, which had laid their 
spell upon bim, the amazing resemblance of the apparition to 
the ynit of bis soul, long dead in her grave. And the more he 
pondered the heavier grew his heart within bim, and he 
groped in vain for a ray of Ugbt on his dark and lonely path, — 
vainly for a guiding hand, to conduct bim from the lab]rrinth 
of doubt and fear into the realms of obli^oo and peace. The 
Ibrgrave's senses reeled from the heavy fumes of flowers and 
incense, which filled the Basilica. The light from a cresset- 
lantern on the wall, contending singfy with the pale mournful 
rays of the moon, which cast a dim light through the lot^: 
casement, over pillars and aisles, fell athwart his pallid face. 
The terrible incidents of the past night, which had thrown him 
back into the throes of the world, and had snuffed out the 
Pontiff's life, weighed heavily upon him, and for the nonce, 
the commander abandoned every attempt to clear the terrible 
mystery which enshrouded him. He almost despaired of com- 
bating the spectre single-handed, and now the one man, who 
might by counsel and precept have guided his steps, had been 
struck down by the assassin's hand. 

The sanctity of the place, the solemnity of the hour, and the 
deep silence aioimd were well calculated to deepen the melan- 
choly mood of the solitary watcher. Weird were the fancies 
that swept over his mind, memories of a long forgotten past, 
and dim, indistinct plans for the future, till at length, wearied 
with his own reflections over that saddest of all earthly enigmas, 
what might have been, he seated himself on a low bench bende 
the bier. The moonbeams grew fainter and more faint, as the 
time wore on, and the sharp distinction between li^t and 
shadow faded fast from the marble floor. 
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Thicker and thicker drooped the shadowB round the Uer 
of the dead Pontiff. The silKice semed to deepen. The moon 
Tna gone. Save for the struggling raye of the cresset-lantern 
above him, the blackness of night closed round the solemn 
and ghostly scene. 

The scent of flowers and tba fumes of incense weighed 
heavily on Eckbardt's senses. Vainly did he combat the 
drowHineas; the silence, the dim light and the heavy fumes at 
last laid their benumbing spell upon him and lulted him to 
sleep. His head fell back and his eyes closed. 

But his sleep was far from calm. Weird dreams beset him. 
Again he lived over the terrible ordeal of tiie preceding night. 
Again he saw himself surrounded, hemmed in by a vast con- 
course. Again he saw the phantom at the shrine, the phantom 
with Ginevra's face, — - Ginevra's eyes; again he heard her 
strange luring words. The wine spilled from the sacred 
chalice looked like blood on the marble stairs of the altar. Se 
heard his own voice, strange, unearthly; gripped by a choking 
sensation he rushed from the crowded Basilica, the air of which 
seemed to stifle him, — rushed in punuit of the phantom 
with Ginevra's face, — Ginevra's eyes. At the threshold of the 
church a band seized his own, — a woman's hand. How long« 
since he had felt a vroman's hand in his own I It was cold as 
the skin of a serpent, yet it burnt like fire. And the hand drew 
Urn onward, ever onward. There was no resisting the gaze 
d those eyes which burnt into his own. 

A deep azuie overspread the sky. The trees were clothed in 
the raiment of spring. Blindly he staggered onward. Blindly 
he followed his strange guide throi^h groves, fragrant with 
ttie perfumes of flowers, — the air seemed as a bower of love. 
The hand drew him onward with its chill, yet burning touch. 
The way seemed endless. Faster and faster grew their speed. 
At lost they seemed to devour the way. The earth flitted 
beneath them ai a gray shadow. The black trees fled In the 
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darknesa like an army in rout. They delved Into glens, gloomy 
and chill. The night-birds clamoured in the forest deeps; 
will-o'-the-'wisps gleamed over stagnant pools and now and 
then the buming eyes of spectres pierced the gloom, who 
lined a dark avenue in their nebulous shrouds. 

And the band drew him onward — ever onward I neither 
spoke. Nuther questioned. At last he found himself In a 
churchyard. The scent of faded roses hovered on the air like 
the memory of a losg-forgotten love. They passed tomb- 
stone after tombstone, gray, crumbling, with defaced inscrip- 
tions ; the spectral light of the moon in its lost quarter dimly 
illumined their path till at last diey reached a stone half hidden 
behind tall weeds and covered with ivy, moss and lichen. The 
earth had been thrown up from the grave, which yawned to 
receive its Inmate. Owls and bats flocked and flapped about 
them with strange cries ; the foxes barked their answer far away 
and a thousand evil sounds rose from the stillness. As they 
paused before the yawning grave he gazed up into his com- 
panion's face. Pale as marble (Hnevra stood by his side, 
the long white shroud flowing unbroken to her feet. Through 
the smile of her parted Ups gleamed her white teeth, as 
she pointed downward, to the narrow berth, then her arms en- 
circled his neck like rings of steel ; her eyes seemed to pierce 
his own, he felt unable to breathe, he felt his strength giving 
way, together they were ranking into the night of the grave — 

A shrill cry resounded through the silence of the Basilica. 
Awakened by the terrible oppression of his dream, — roused 
by the sound of his own voice, Eckhardt opened tiis eyes and 
gaxed about, fearstruck and dismayed. After a moment or 
two he arose, to shake off the spell, which had laid Its be- 
numbing touch upon him, when he suddenly recoiled, then 
stood rooted to the spot with wild, dilated eyes. At the foot of 
the Pontiff's bier stood the tall form of a woman. The fitful 
lays of the cresset-lantern above him illumined her wMttf 
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flowing garb. A white transponnt veil drooped from her lieod 
to her feet; but the diaphanous texture revealed a face pale 
and beautiful, and 0768 which held him enthralled with their 
slumbrous, mesmeric spell. Breathless with horror Eckhardt 
gazed upon the apparition; was it but the c<mtinuatioQ of his 
dream or was he going mod ? 

As the phantom slowly began to recede into the shadows, 
Eckhardt with a supreme effort shook off the lethargy which 
benumbed his limbs. He dared remain no longer inert, he 
must penetrate the mystery, whatever the cost, whatever the 
risk. With imploring, outstretched arms he staggered after 
the apparition, ^ if apparition indeed it was, — straining his 
gaze towards her slowly receding form — and so absorbed was 
he in his pursuit, that he saw not the shadow which glided 
into the mortuary chapel. Suddenly some dark object hurled 
itself against him ; quick as a flash, and ere be could draw a 
second breath, a dagger gleamed before Eckhardt's eyes; he 
felt the contact of steel with his iron breast-plate, he beard 
the weapon snap asunder and fall at his feet, but when he 
recovered from his surprise, the would-be assassin, without 
risking a second stroke, had fled and the apparition seemed to 
have melted into air. Eckhardt found himself alone with the 
dead body of the Pontiff. 

With loud voice he called for the sentry, stationed without, 
and when that worthy at last made his appearance, his heavy, 
drooping eyelids and his drowsy gait did not ai^ue in favour 
of too great a watchfulness. Haklng the sentry doff his heavy 
iron shoes, Eckhardt bade him secure a torch, then he made 
the roimd of the chapel, preceded by his stolid companion. 
The Kargrave's anxiety found slight reflex In the coarse features 
of his subordinate, who understood just enough of what was 
wanted of him to comprehend the disappointment in his 
master's countenance. As every door was locked and bolted, 
the only suppoeition remaining was (bat the bravo bad dis- 
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covered boqu outlet from witiiin. But Eckhaidt's tests proved 
unavailing. The floor and the walls seemed of solid masonry 
vbich to penetrate seemed impossible. The broken blade 
offered no due either to the author or perpetrator of this deed ci 
darkness, and after commanding the sentry to keep his watch 
for the remainder of the night, inside, Eckhardt endeavoured 
once more to compose himself to rest, while the man-at-amu 
stretched his huge limbs before the pontifical bier. 

The bella ot St. Peter's chimed shrill and loud as a migh^ 
multitude, greater even than that <tf the preceding night, 
swept within its portals tovrard the chapel of Boniface Vm. 
Thwe, filling every inch of space, only the more fortunate of 
the crowd gained a glimpse of the coffin, which had been closed, 
for the corpse was decaying fast, the effect of the terrible and 
mysterious poison which had been mixed in the holy wine. 
At length, as the solemn chant of the choristers began to swell 
through the edifice, preluding the celebraticm of the Death 
Mass for the departed Pontiff, a silence as <^ the tomb pervaded 
the vast edifice. 

Thus the day wore on, — thus the day departed. 

The solemn chant had died away. The sun of another day 
had set. 

The funeral cortege set in motion. Fifty torches surrounded 
the bier and so numerous were the lamps in the windows of the 
streets through which the funeral procession passed, so abun- 
dant the showers of roses which poured upon the bier, that the 
people declared it surpassed the procession Corpus Domini. 

Interchanging solemn hymns, the cortege arrived at lost 
before the church of San Pietro in Montorio, where the body 
wai to be placed in the niche provisionally appointed, where 
it was to remain till the death of the succeeding pope should 
coni^gn it to its final place of rest. 

The ceremony ended, the people dispersed. Few Itdterers 
remained on the pavement of the church. The sacristan 
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1 that it was about to be dosed, and waiting until, 
as be thought, all bad departed, he turned the ponderous 
doors on their hinges and shut them with a crash. The nport, 
reverberating from arch to arch, shook the ancient sepulchre 
through its every an^. The lamps, which at wide intervals 
burned feebly before the shrines of the saints, lent additional 
solemnity and awe to the obscurity of the place. One torch 
was left to light a narrow circle round the entrance to the 
ciypt 

Silence had succeeded when oat of the shadow of the tomb 
there passed two figures, who upon entering the narrow 
circle of light emanating from tita dim, flickering taper, faced 
each other in mute amazement and surprise. 

" What are you doing here ? " spohe the one, in the garb 
oi a monk, as they stood revealed to each other in the baU 
^oom. 

With a gesture of horror and dismay the other, a woman, 
wrapt in a dark mantle, which covered her tall and stated form 
from head to foot, turned away from him. 

" I ^ve you back tlu question," she replied, dread and fear 
in her tones. 

" Hy presence here concerns the dead," said the monk. 

" They say, the hand of the dead Pontiff has touched his 
murderer." 

The monk paled. For a moment he almost lost his self- 
control. 

" He had to die some way," he replied with a shrug. 

** Monster I " she exclaimed, recoiling from him, as if she 
bad seen a snake in her path. 

" He travelled in godly company," said the monk Cyprianus 
with a dark laugh. " An entire Conclave will welcome him 
at the gates of Paradise. Why are you here ? " the monk 
concluded, a shade of susjduon lingering in his tones. 

** Am I accountable to you ? " flashed Theodora. 
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** Bdng what yoa an dirough my intercenion, — per- 
haps," repUed the monk. 

9m maasured him with a look of unutterable coatempt. 

*' Because the piTing eyes of a perjured wretch, who screened 
his vileness behind the cassock of tlie monk, dared to offend 
the majesty of Death and to disturb the repose of the departed, 
you come to me like some importunate slave dissatisfied with 
his hire ? You dare to constitute yourself my guardian, to 
call Theodora a thing of your creation ? Take care I You 
speak to a descendant of Harozia. I have had enough of 
whinqiering monks. For the service demanded of you in a 
certain hour yon have been paid. So clear the way, and 
trouble me no morel " 

The monk did not stir. 

" The fair Theodora has not inherited fflnevra's memory," 
he said mtfa a sneer. " The gold was to purchase the 
repose <rf Ginevra's soul." 

Theodora shuddered, as if oppressed with the memories of 
the paat. 

" Candles and masses," she said, as one soUloqoizii^. "How 
signally they failed I " 

The monk shrugged his shoulders. 

" If a thousand Aves, and tapers six foot long fall in their 
purpose, — what undiscovered penance could perform the 
miiacie ? " 

There was something in the gleam of the monk's eye which 
brought Theodora to herself. 

" What do you want of me 7 " she questioned curtfy. 

" The fulfilment of your pledge." 

" Yon have been paid." 

The monk waved his hands. 

" Tia not for gold, I have ventured this — " 

And he pointed to the crypts below. 

Sw recoiled from him, regarding him with (t find stare. 
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** What do yott want of me ? " Bfae again asked with a look, 
in which bate and wonder struggled for the mastery. 

" The new Conclave will be made up of your creatures. 
Thdr choice must fall — on mel " 

" On the perjured asaasain ? " shrieked the woman. ** Out 
of my wayl I've done with youl " 

The monk stirred not From his drawn white face two eyes 
like glowing coals burnt into those of the woman. 

" Remember your pledge t " 

" Out of my way, aaaassinl Dare you bo high 7 The chair 
of St. Peter Bhall never be defiled by such a one — as you 1 " 

" And thus Theodora rewards the service retired to 
Ginevra," the monk said, breathing hard, and making a 
step towards ber. She watched him narrowly, her hand 
concealed under her cloak. 

" Dare but to touch the hem of this robe with your blood- 
stained hffTi4ff — " 

Cyprianns retreated before the menace in her ^es. 

" I thought I had lived too long for surpriaes," he said 
calmly. " Tet, considering that I bear here in this bosom a 
secret, which one, I know, would give an emjure to obtain, — 
Cyprianus can be found tractable." 

'With a last glance at the woman's face, stony in its marble- 
cold disdain, the monk turned and left the church through the 
sacristy. For a moment Theodora remained as one spell- 
boimd, then she drew her mantle more closely about her and left 
the sepulchre by an exit dtuated in an opposite direction. Ho 
sooner had her footsteps died to silence when two shadowy 
forms sped noiselessly through the incense-saturated dusk of 
S. Pietro in Uontorio, pausing on the threshold of ttie door, 
tiirough which the moiJ[ Cyprianus had gained the open. 

" I need that man I " whispered the taller into the ear of 
his companion, pointing with ihadowy finger to the swiftly 
vanishing f oim of the monk. 
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The other nodded vith a hoirid grin, which glowed upon hia 
visage like phosphorus upon a skuU. 

With a quick nod of understanding, tlie Grand Cliamberlain 
and John ot the Catacombs quitted the steps of S. Pietro in 
Hont<»io. 

Darimess fell. 

Right enveloped the trembling worid vith her star em* 
broidered robe of dark azure. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THE CONCLAVE 

VAST concourse surrounded the 
portals of the Vatican. It 
seemed as if the entire popula- 
tion of Rome, from the Porta 
del Popolo to the Coliseum, 
from the baths of Diocletian to 
Castel San Angelo, had as- 
sembled by appointment in the 
Kazza of St. Peter. For so 
dense was the multitude, that its 
pressure filled the adjacent thoroughfares, the crowds clinging 
roimd columns, winding along the broken outlines of the walls, 
and grouping themselves among the ruins <tf temples and faUeo 
porticoes. 

The eyes of all were fixed upon that wing of the pontifical 
palace where the Conclave, hurriedly convoked, was assembled, 
and as Gregory V had now been dead sixteen days, the cardinals 
were proceeding with the election of a new Pope. Never pos- 
^bly,fn)m the hour when the first successor of St. Peter mounted 
the throne of the Apostle, had tiiere been exhibited bo much 
unrest and disquietude as there was in this instance to be 
observed among the masses. The rumour that Gregory bad 
died of poison had proved true, and the Romans had been seized 
with a strange fear, urging all ranks towards the Vatican or 
Monte CavaUo, according as the scarlet assembly held its 
sittings in one place or another. During the temporary in- 
ig6 
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temgnnin, the Cardinal of Sienna, pieMdent of the Apostolic 
Chamber, had assumed the poatiflcal authority. 

For three days the eyes <tf the Romans had been fixed upon 
a chimney In the Vatican, whence the first signal should issue, 
proclaiming the result of the pending election. Yet at the hour 
when the Ave Haria announced the close of day, a small column 
of smoke, ascending like a fleecy cloud of vapour to the sky, 
had been the only reward for their anxiety, and with cries 
mingled with shouts <rf menace, discordant murmurs of 
raillery- and laughter the crowds had each day dispersed. For 
the smoke announced that the the Romans were still without 
a Pontiff, that the baUot-list had been burnt, and tiiat the 
Sacred College had not yet chosen a successor to Gregory. 

The day had been spent in onidous expectation. Hour 
passed after hour, without a ^gn elttier to destroy or to exdte 
thehope,w]ientlie firststroke of fivevas heard. Sowlythe bells 
tolled the hour, every note falling on the hearts of the people, 
whose anxious gaze was fixed on the chimney of the Vatican. 
The last stroke sounded ; Its vibrations faintly fading on the silent 
air of dusk, when a thunderous clamour, echdag from thousands 
of throats, shook the Piazza of St. Peter, succeeded by a death- 
like silence of expectation as with a voice, loud and penetrating, 
Cardinal Colonna, who had stepped out upon the balcony, 
announced to the breathless thousands: 

" I announce to you tidings of great joy : Gerbert of Aurillac, 
ArchUshop of Rhelms, Bishop of Ravenna and Vice-Cbancellor 
cS the Church, bos been elected to the exalted office ot Pontiff 
and has ascended the chair <tf St. Peter under the name of 
Sylvester n." 

As the Cardinal finished his announcement a mtmk in the 
grey habit of the Penitent friars was seen to pale and to totter, 
OS if be were about to fall. Declining tiie aid of those endeavour- 
ing to assist him he staggered tiuwigh tbe crowds, covering 
bii fac« witti hii aims and was soon lost to sight 
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The thunderoDi applanw at the welcome tidingi was followed 
by fiigha of nlief, as the people retired to their houses and 
hovels. The place, where a few minutes before a nation seemed 
collected, was again deserted, save for a few groups, composed 
of such whom curiosity might detain or others who, residing in 
the immediate neighbourhood, were less eager to depart. Even 
these imperceptibly diminished, and when the hour of eight wo 
repeated from cltAateta and convents, the lights in the houses 
gradually disappeared, save in one window <rf the Vatican, 
whence a lamp still shed its fitful licht through the nocturnal 
gloom. 
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" Aa I CUM Arovfta the detert, thus It wu 
As I cmme through the d«Mrt: I waa twain; 
Two aelvei diatinct, that caonat join again. 
One stood apart and knew but coold not atir, 
And watched the other atarit in swoon and tier; 
And ahe came on and never turned aside, 
Between such sun and moon and roaring tide: 
And at ahe came more near, 
Uj soul grew mad with tear." 

—Jama Tlkamtim. 
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CHAPTER I 

THB HBBTIMQ 

or many dayi after, in the still 

noontide of mellow autumn, a 

small band of horaemen drew 

tovtrdsRome. They rode along 

the Via Appia, betmen the 

ancient tombs ; all about them, 

nndulant to the far horizon, 

stretched a brown wildetness 

dotted with ruins. Ruins of 

villas, of farms, of temples, 

with here and there a church or a monastery, that told of the 

newer time. Olives in scant patches, a lost vineyard, a speck 

of tilled soil, proved that men still laboured amid this vast and 

awful silence, but rarely did a human figure meet the eye. 

Marshy ground and stagnant pools lay on either hand, causing 

tbem to glance sadly at those great aqueducts, which had in 

bygone ages carried water from the hills into Rome. 

They rode in silence, tired with th^ journey, occupied with 
heavy or anxious thoughts. Otto, King of the Germans, 
impatient to arrive, was generally a llttie ahead of the rest of 
the company. The pallor of his smooth and classic face was 
enhanced by the coarse military cloak, dark and travel-stained, 
which covered his imperial vestments. A lingering expression 
of sadness was revealed in his eyes, and his Ups were tightiy 
compressed in wordless grief, for the tidings of the untimely 
death of the Pontiff, the friend of his youth end his boyhood 
days, had reached him just after his departure from the shrines 
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of St. Michael in Apnlia. Dark hints had been contained in the 
message, which Efylvester n, Gregory's chosen successor and 
Otto's f onner teacher, had despatched to the ruler of the Roman 
world, urg^g his immediate return, — for the temper of the 
Romans brooked no trifling, their leaders being ever on the 
alert for mlschitf , 

Earthwoiks and buildings of military purpose presenUy 
appeared, recalling the late blockade; churches end oratories 
told them they were pasdng the sacred ground of the Cata- 
combs, than they trotted along a hollow way and saw before 
them the Apfdan gate. Only two stddiers were on gnard; 
these, not recognidng tbe German king, took a careless view 
of the travellers, tiien let them pass witfiout speaking. 

At the base of the Aventine the cavalcade somewhat slack- 
ened its pace. Slowly they ascended the winding road, until 
they reached the old wall ot Servius TuUius. Here Otto reined 
in his charger, pausing, for a moment, to observe tbe view. 
To the west and south-west stretched the brown expanse of tb» 
Campagna, merging into the distant gray of the Roman 
Haremnu, while beyond that point a clear blue line mailed 
the Ionian Sea. Beneath Oiem the Tiber wound its ct^ 
round St. Bartholomew's Island, the yellow water of the river, 
stirred into faint ripples by the breeze, looking from the distance 
like hammered biass. Beyond tbe liber roae the Janicnlan 
Mount, beUnd which the top <rf the Vatican hiU was just 
vUble. To sonttiward the view was bounded by the Church cf 
Santa Prlsca above, ttiem and far off rose the snow-capped 
cone of Soractj. Northeast and east lay the Palatine and 
Esquiline with the Campaniles of Santa Maria Mag^ore and 
San Pietro in Vlncoli. Over the Caelian Mount they could see 
Qm heights of the Satune bills, and running theii eyes along tbe 
Api^an way, they could almost descry the Alban lake. At a 
sign from their sovereign the cavalcade slowly set in motion. 
Passhig fb» moiuuteiy of St. Jerome and its dependencies, tbe 
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tiixM chnrcbeB of the Avsntine, Santa Sabina, Santa Haria 
Aventisa and St. AleiiuB, the imperial cavalcade at last drew 
lein before the gates of Otto's Golden Palace on the Aventine. 

Again In hia belored Rome, Otto's first visit was to Bruno's 
grave. He had dismissed his attendants, wishing to be alone 
hi his hour <rf grief. Long he knelt in teaii and nlent prayers 
before the spot, which seemed to contain half his young life, 
then he directed his steps towards the Baaillcft of St. Peter, 
there to conclnde his devotions. 

It was now tb.9 hour (d Vespers. 

The area of St. Peters was filled with a vast and silent crowd, 
flowing in and oat of the Confessor's station, which was in the 
subterranean chapel, that contains the Apostle's tomb, the 
very load-stone of devotion throughout the Christian word. 

After having finished his devotions, Otto was seized with the 
denre to seek the ctmfessor, in order to obtain relief from the 
strange oppression which hovered over him like a presenti- 
ment of evil, TaUng his station in line with a number of 
penitents, in the dusky passage leading to the confessional, the 
scene within was now and tiien revealed to his gaze for the 
short space of a moment, when the bronze gates opened for 
the entrance or e^t of some heavily burdened doner. The 
tomb was stripped of all its coetiy ornaments, and lighted only 
by the torches of some monks, whose office it was to interpret 
the Penltentiarins, whenever occasion arose. These torches 
shed a monmfnl glow over the dusk, suiting the pbice of 
sepulchre of martyred saints. On the tomb itself stood an urn 
of black marble, beneath which was an alabaster tablet, on 
which was engraved the prophecy concerning the Millennium 
and the second coming of Christ, and the conditions oi penance 
and prayer, which were to enable the faithful to share in and 
obtain its benefits. Only now and then, when the curtain 
waved aside, the person of the Grand Peultentiflrius became 
viuble, his hands rigidly clasped, and his usually pale and stem 
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visage OTUspiMid vith twta a iuket haze of its habittisl 
gloom. 

While Otto was anxiously waiting his tnm to be admitted 
to the preeence of the Confessor, the gates of the confesaonal 
suddenly swung open and a woman glided oat. She was closely 
veiled and in his mental absorption Otto might scarcely have 
noticed her at all, but for the singular intensi^ of the gaze, 
with which the monk followed her retreating form. 

As she passed the German King In the narrow passage, her 
veil became entangled and she paused to adjust it. As she did 
so, her features were for the brief space of a moment revealed 
to Otto, and with such an air of bewilderment did Iw stare at 
her, that she almost unconsdously raised her eyes to his. For 
a moment both faced each other, motionless, eye in eye — 
then the woman quickened her steps and hastened out. After 
she had disappeared, Otto touched his forehead like me 
waking from a trance. Never, even in this ci^ of beautiful 
women, had he seen the like of her, never had his eyes met 
such perfection, such exquisite beauty and loveliness. She 
comUned the stately majesty of a Juno with the seductive 
charms of Aphroditi. In dark ringlets the silken hair caressed 
the oval of her exquisite face, a face of the soft tint of Parian 
marble, and the dark lustrous eyes gave life to the classic 
features of this Goddess of Ifodiaval Rome. Before she 
^mished from ^ght, the woman, seemingly obejing an impulse 
not her own, turned her head in the diractloii of Otto. This 
WSJ due perhaps to the strange discrepancy between his face 
and Ills attire, or to tiie presence of one so young and ui appear- 
ance so distinguished among the throngs which habitually 
crowded the confessional. 

How long he stood thus entranced, Otto knew not, nor did 

he heed the curious gaze of those wlio passed him on entering 

and leaving the confessional. At last he roused himself, and, 

oUivious of his station and rank, flew down the dark, 
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vaulted passage at aach a speed as almost to knock down 
those who encountered him in his headlong pursuit <rf the fair 
coof essionifit It was more than a matter of idle curiosity to liim 
to discover, if possible, tier station and name, and after having 
attracted to himself much unwelcome attention 1^ his rash 
and prediutftte act, he gradually fell into a slower pace. He 
reached ttie end of the dark passage in time to see what he 
believed to be her retreating form vanish down a corridor 
and disappear in one of the numerous ude-chapels. Con- 
chtding that she had entered to perform some special devotion, 
he resolved to await her return. 

Considerable time elapsed. At last, growing impatient. 
Otto entered the chapel. He found it draped throughout with 
black, an attar in the cmter, dimly illumined. Some monks 
were chanting a Requiem, and twfore tlie altar there knelt a 
veiled woman, apparently under the spell of some deep emotion, 
for Otto heard her sob when she attempted to articulate ttw 
responses to the solemn and pattietic litany, wtiich the Cattiolic 
church consecrates to her dead. 

But ttie German King's observation suffered an immediate 
check. 

A verger came forward on those soundless slioes, wtiich all 
vergers seem to tiave, and little guessing tlie person or quallQr 
of tiie intruder informed him of the voman's desire, tiiat ntme 
should t>e admitted during the celebration of the mass. Otto 
stared his informant in the face, as if he were at a loss to com- 
pretiend tiia meaning, and the tatter repeated his request 
somewtiat more slowly, under tlie Impression tliat ttie 
stranger's seeming tack of understanding was due to his un- 
familiaiity with the speaker's barbarous ja^on. 

Otto slowly retreated and deferring tiis intended vi^t to the 

chapel of the Confessor to an hour more opportune, left the 

Ba^lica. As he recalled to hinuelf, trace after trace, line upon 

line, tliat exquisite face, whose creamy pallor was enhanced 
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by ttu dark silken wealth ci her hair, and from whose perfect 
oval two eyes had looked into his own, which had caused hit 
heart-beats to stop and his brain to whirl, be could hardly 
await the moment when he should learn her name, and per- 
haps be favoured with the assurance that her visit on ttiat 
evening was not likely to have been her last to the Confessor's 
shrine. 

Imbued with this hope, he slowly traversed the streets of 
Rome, experiencing a restful, even animating contentment in 
breathing once more the atmosphere of the thronging dty, 
of being once more in a great center of humanly. At a familiar 
comer sat an old man with an iron tripod, over which, by a 
slow fire, lie roasted liis chestnuts, a tdght well remembered, 
for often had he passed him. He threw him some coins and 
continued upon his way. Beyond, at bis shop-door stood a 
baker, deep in altercation widi ills patrons. From an alley 
came a wine-vender with his heavy terra-cotta jars. Before 
an osteria a group of pitferari piped their pastoral strains. A 
few women of the sturdy, low-browed Contadini-type ha- 
stened, basket-iaden, homewajd. A patrol of men-at-arms 
marched down the ITavona, while up a narrow tortuous lane 
flitted a company of white-robed monks, bearing to some 
death-bed the last consolation of the church. 

Otto had partaken of no food nnce morning and nature 
began to assert her rights. Finding himself at the doorway of 
an Iim for wayfarers, with a pretentious coat-of-arms over 
the entrance, he entered unceremoniously, and seated himself 
apart from the rather questicaiabte company which patronized 
the Inn of the Uennidd. Here the landlord, a burly Calabiian, 
served his unlmown guest with a most questionable beverage, 
faintly suggestive of the product of the vintage, and viands so 
strongly seasoned lliat they might have undertaken a pil- 
grimage on their own account. 

For these commodities, making due allowance for his guest's 
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abstracted stata of mind, the ancertaJn^ of tha tiinai and tha 
crowded Btate of the city, the host of the Hennaid only de- 
manded a sum equal to five times the customary charge, vrhich 
Otto paid without remonstrance, wiieieupon the worthy host 
of the Mermaid called to witness all the saints of the calendar, 
that he deserved to spend the remainder of his life in a pig-s^, 
for haling been so moderate in his reckoning. 

As one walking in a dream. Otto returned to his palace on 
the Aventine. Had he wavered in the morning, hod the dic- 
tates of reason still ventured to assert themselves — the past 
hour had silenced them for ever. Before bis gaze floated the 
image of her ^o had passed him in the Basilica. At the 
thought of her he could hear the beating of his own heart. 
Rome — the dominion of the earth — with tbaX one to share 
it — delirium of ecstasy! Would it ever be realized 1 Then 
indeed the dream ot an earthly paradise would be no mete 
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THE QUEEN OP NIOHT 

WEEK had passed ^ce Otto's 
arriTal in Rome. Eckhardt, 
wrapped in his own dark f andes, 
bad only appeared at the palace 
on the Aventine when com- 
pelled to do so in the course of 
bis newly resumed dutieE. The 
terrible presentiment which had 
haimted him night and day 
unce be left the gray, bleak 
winter skies of his native land, bad become intensified during 
the past days. Day and night he brooded over the terrible 
fascination of those eyes which had laid their spell upon him, 
over the amazing resemblance of the apparition to the one 
long dead in her grave. And the more he pondered the heavier 
grew bis heart within Mm, and vainly he groped for a ray of 
light Dpon bis dark and lonely patti, vainly for a guiding hand 
to conduct liim from the labyrinth of doubt and fear. 

It bad been a warm and sultry day. Towards evening 
dark clouds had risen over the Tyrrhene Sea and spread in long 
heavy hanks across the azure of the sky. Sudden squalls of 
rain swept down at short intervals, drinng the people into 
shelter. AH the life of the streets took refuge in arcades or 
within dimly lighted churches. Soon the slippery marble 
pavements were deserted, and the water from the guttered 
roofs dripped dolefully into overflowing cisterns. A strange 
atmoBpbere <tf discomfort and apprehension lay over the dty. 
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TIm Btonn incieftsed as evening fell. From the sedosioii of 
Qm gloomy chamber he occupied in the old weather-beaten 
palace of the Pierletmi, Eckhardt looked out into the growing 
darkness. The clouds chased each other wildly and the diivii^ 
rain obliterated every outline. 

How long he had thus stood, he did not know. A rattle 
of hailstones against the window, a gust of wind, which 
suddenly blew into his face, and the lurid glare of lightning 
which flashed through the ever-deepening cloud-bank, roused 
Eckhardt from his reverie to a sense of reality. The lamp on 
the table shed a fitful glare over the surrounding objects. 
How tba deep boom of thunder reverberating through the hUls 
caused him to start from his listless attitude. Just as he 
tnmed, tlie lamp gave a dismal crackle and went out, leaving 
him in Stygian gloom. With an exchunation less reverent 
Qian ezpresuve, Eckhardt groped bis way through the dark- 
ness, vainly endeavouring to find a flint-stone. A flash of 
lightning which came to his aid not only revealed to him the 
desired object, but likewise a tall, shadowy form standing on 
the threshold. From the dense obscurity which enshrouded 
him, Eckhardt could not, in the intermittent flashes of light- 
ning, see the stranger's features, but a angular, and even to 
himself quite Inexplicable perver^ty of humour, kept htm 
idlent and unwilling to declare his presence, although he in- 
stinctiveiy felt that the strange victor, whoever he was, had 
Been him. Meanwhile the latter advanced a pace or two, 
paused, peered through the gloom and spoke with a vcHce 
strangely blended with deference and irony : 

" Is Eckhardt of Heissen present ? " 

'Without once taking his eyes from the individual, whose 
dark form now stood clearly revealed in the ligbtmng flaafaes, 
which followed each other at shorter intervals, the same 
strange obstinacy stiffened Eckhardt's tongue, and concealed 
in the gloom, he stiU held his peace. But the stranger drew 
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nsarer, till in height and breadth he seemed suddenly to oTer- 
shadow the Margrave, and once again the voice spoke : 

** If Eckhardt of Heissen present 7 " 

■' I am here I " the latter replied curtly, lidng out oi the 
ilfirfrrfw, and striking the flint-stones, he succeeded, after 
some vain efforts, in relighting the lamp. As he did so, a tre- 
mendooB peal <rf thunder shook the house and the stranger 
prediHtately retreated into tiie shadow of the doorway. 

" You are the bearer of a message ? " Eckhardt turned 
towards him, with unsteady voice. The stranger made no 
move to deUver what the ottier seemed to expect 

" Everything in death has its counterpart in life," he replied 
with a calm, pasnonleas voice which, by its very absence of 
hiflection, tiuilled Eckhardt strangely. " If you have the 
conrage — follow me I " 

'Without a word the Kargrave placed upon his head a skull- 
cap of linked mail, and after having adjusted his amumr, 
turned to the mysterious messenger. 

" Who bade you speak thoee worda ? ** 

" One you have seen before." 

"Where?" 

** Your memory will tell you." 

" Her name ? " 

" You will hear It from her own Ups." 

** Where will you lead me ? " 

" Follow me and you will see." 

** Why do you conceal your face ? " 

** To hide the blush for the thing called man." 

The stranger's enigmatic reply added to Eckhardfs convic- 
ti<m ttutt this night of all was destined to clear the mystery 
wbich enshrouded his life. 

A mighty struggle, such as be had never before known, 
seemed to rend his soul, as with throbbing heart he followed 
his strai^ guide on his mysterious errand. Thus they sped 
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timmgh tht storm-swept dty without meeting one single 
human being. At the top of the Esquiiine tliey came to a 
momentary standstill, for the storm raged with a force tliat 
nothing could resist. Leaning for a moment against a ruined 
portico, Eckhardt gazed westward over the night-wrapt d^. 
In the dii^ng rain he could scarcely distinguish the huge 
ftmctures of the Flavian Amphitlieatre and the palaces on the 
Capitoline hill. The Janiculan Uonnt stood out like a darker 
storm-cloud against the lowering sky, and the air was filled 
with a duU moan and murmur like the breathing of a sleejring 
gianL On the southern slope of the bill ttie wind attacked 
them with renewed fury, and the blasts bowled up the Clivus 
Hftitis and the AppUn Way. The r^on seemed completely 
deserted. Only a solitary travelling diariot rolled now and 
then, clattering, over the stones. 

The road gradually turned off to the right. The dark mass 
to their left was the tomb of the Scipios and ttwre in front, 
hardly viable in the darkness of night, rose the arcb of Drusus, 
through which their way led them. Eckhardt took care to 
note every lendmarii which he passed, to find tlu way, should 
occaMon arise, without his guide. The latter, constantly pre- 
ceding him, took no note of the Margrave's scrutiny, but con- 
tinued unequivocally upon his way, leaving it to Eckhardt to 
follow him, or not. 

A blinding flash of lightning Illumined the landscape far 
away to the aqueducts and the Alban hills, followed by a deafen- 
ing peal of thunder. The uproar of the elements for a time 
shook Eckhardt's resolution. 

Just then he heard the clanging of a gate. 

An intoucating perfume of roses and oleander wooed his 
bewildered senses as his guide conducted Um through a laby- 
rinthine maze of winding paths. Only an occauonal gleam of 
lightning revealed to the Hargrave tiiat they traversed a garden 
of cottiiderable extent. Row the shadowy outlines of a vast 
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ttmcture, Ulamliied in some parts, appeared beyond the dark 
<^re8s avenue down which thej strode at a rapid pace. 

Suddenly Eckhardt paused, addresang his guide : " Where 
am I, and why am I here ? " 

The stranger turned, regarding him intently. Then he 
replied: 

" I have nothing to add to my errand. If you fear to follow 
me, there is yet time to retreat." 

Had Iw played upon a point less senutive, Eckhardt might 
have turned his back even now upon the groves, whose whisper- 
ing gloom was to him more terrible than the <tin of battle, and 
whose mysterious perfumes ezerdsed an almost bewildering 
effect upon his overwrought senses. 

A moment's deliberation only and Eckhardt replied: 

** Lead on I I follow I " 

He was now resolved to penetrate at every hazard the 
mystery which mocked his life, his waking hours and his 
dreams. 

On they walked. 

Here and there, from branch-shadowed thickets gleamed 
the stone-face of a sphinx or ttie white column of an obelisk, 
illumined Ixf the lif^tnings that shot through the limitless 
depth of the midnight s^. The storm rustled among the 
arched branches, driving the dead and dying leaves in a mad 
vrtiiri through the wooded labyrinth. 

At last, Gckhardt's strange guide stopped before a cypress 
hedge of great height, which loomed black in the night, and 
penetrating through an opening scarce wide enough for one 
man, beckoned to Eckhardt to follow him. As the latter did 
so he stared in breathless bewilderment upon the scene wliich 
unfolded itself to his gaze. 

The cypress hedge formed the entrance to a grotto, the 
interior of which was faintly lighted by a crystal tamp of 
tendeiest rote histre. 
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For a moment Eckhardt paused where tie stood, llien ha 
touclied his head vlth both hands, as if wondering if he mn 
dreaming or awake. If it was not the work of sorcei;, if he 
was not the victim of some strange hallucination, if it was 
not indeed a miracle — what -vaa It ? He gazed nnmd, awe- 
struck, bewildered. His guide had disappeared. 

The deni2en of the grotto, a woman reclining on a divan, 
like a goddess receiving the homage of her worshippers, was 
the image of the one who had gone from him for ever, and the 
longer bis gaze was riveted on this enchanting counterfeit of 
Oinevra, the more his blood began to seethe and his senses to 
reel. 

Slotriy he moved toward the enchantress, who from her 
half-reclining position fixed her ejes in a long and questioning 
gaze upon the new-comer, a gaze which thrilled him tlirough 
and through. He dared not look hito those eyes, which he felt 
burning into his. His head was beginning to spin and Us 
heart to beat with a strange sensation of woiLdemunt and fear. 
Never till this hour had he seen Oinevra's equal in beauty, 
and now ttiat It broke on his vision, it iras with the face, the 
form, the hair, the eyes, the hands, of the woman so passionately 
loved. Only the face was more pale — even with the pallor 
of death, and there was something in the depths of those eyes 
vrtiicb he had never seen in Oinevra's. But the light, the per- 
fume, the place and the seductive beauty of the woman before 
him, garbed as she was In a filmy, transparent robe of dlveiy 
tissue, which clung like a pale mist about the vohiptaous 
curves of her body, flowing round her like the glistening waves 
of a cascade, began to play havoc -witb his senses. 

" Welcome, stranger, in tlw Groves of Enchantment," she 
spoke, waving her beautiful snowy arms toward her visitor. 
" I rejoice to see that your courage deserves the welcome." 

There was an undercurrent of laughter in her musical tones, 
as she pointed to a seat by her side. TJnaUe to answer, tmaUe 
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totMUt,EckhardtiiioTBd a fawpacmneaxer. Hii brai&irtilried. 
For a monunt Ginevra'i image seemad forgottea in the con- 
templation of the rival of her dead beauty. A mid, deiperate 
longing seized him. On a eudden impulse he tuned away, 
in a diz^ effort to escape from the mesmeric gleam of 
those sombre, hamiting eyes, which pierced the very depths of 
his sooL Fascinated, at the same time repelled, his very sonl 
yearned for her whose embrace he knew was destruction and 
he was filled with a strange sudden fear. There was something 
terrible in ttie steadfast contemplation which the woman 
bestowed upon him, — something that seemed to lie outside 
the pale of human passions, and the pallor of her ezquidte 
face seemed to increase in proportion as the devouring fire of 
her eyes burnt more intensely. 

" Are you afraid of me ? " she laughed, raising her arms 
and holding them out toward him. 

Still he heritated. His breast heaved madly as his eyes met 
those, wliich swam in a soft languor, strangely intoxicating. 
Her lips parted In a faint sigh. 

" Bckhardt," she said tremulously, " Eckhardt." 

Then die paused as if to watch the effect ot her woida upon 
him. 

Mute, oppressed by indistinct hovering memories, Eckhardt 
fed his gaze on her seductive fairness, but a. terrible paJn and 
anguish gnawed at his heart. Hot only the face, even the voice 
was that of Ginevra. 

" Everything in death has its counterpart in life: " — 

That bad been the pass-word to her presence. 

One devouring look — and forgetting all fear and warning 
and all presence of mind he rushed towards tiiat flashing 
danger-dgnal of beauty, that seemed to bum the very air 
encompasring it, ttuit living image of his dead wife, and with 
wild eyes, outstretched amia and breathless utterance, he 
cried: "Olnevral" 
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She lAom he thus cslled turned toward him, as he came 
«ith the ail of B madman upon her, and her oiarvellotu 
loTClinese, as she raised her dark eyes questioningly to his, 
chednd his impetuous haste, held him tongue-tied, bewildered 
and mumumed. 

And truly, nothing moie beautiful in the shape of woman 
could be ima^ned than she. Her fairness was of that rare and 
subtle type which has in all ages orerwhehned reason, Uinded 
judgment and played havoc with the passions of men. 

Well did she know her own surpasdng charm and thoroughly 
did she estimate the value of her fatal power to lure and to 
madden and to torture all whom she chose to make the victim 
of her afanoat resistless attraction. Hei hair, black as night, 
was arranged loosely under a jewelled coif. Her eyes, large 
and brilliant, shone from under brows delicate)^ arched. Her 
satin skin was of the creamy, colourless, Southern type, in 
Btarfling contrast to the brilUant scarlet of the small bewitching 
month. 

Beautiful and delicate as the ensemble was, there was in 
diat enchanting face a lingering expression, which a woman 
would have bated and a man would have feared. 

" Oinevral " Eckbardt cried, then he checked himself, for, 
her large eyes, sudden^ cold as the inner alence of the sea, 
surveyed him freezingly, as though he were some insolently 
obstmmve stranger. But her face was pale as that of a corpse. 

" fflnevral " he faltered for the third time, his senses reeling 
and he no l<»iger master of himself. " Surely you know me — 
Eckbardt, — him whose name you have just called 1 Speak 
to me, Ginevra — speak I By all tiie love I have borne for 
you — speak, Ginevra, — speak 1 '* 

A shadow flitted through the background and paused be- 
hind Theodora's couch, neither had seen it, though Theodora 
shuddered as if she had felt the strange presence of something 
uncalled, unUdden. 

MS 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

A ttranee light of mockeiy, or of ennoyance, g^Miaed in fba 
woman's eyes. Her crimson lips parted, showing two rows of 
even, small white teeth, then a gleam of amusement shot 
athwart her face, raising the delicately pencilled comeis of the 
eye-brows, as she broke into a soft peal of careless mocking 
laughter. 

" I am not Ginevia," she said. " Who is Ginevra 7 I am 
Theodora — the Queen of Love." 

Again, as she saw his puzzled look, she gave way to her 
atlvery, mocking mirth, while her eyes flung him a glittering 
challenge to approach. Eckhardt had recovered partial con- 
trol over his feelings and met her taunting gaze steadfastiy 
and with sometliing of sadness. His face had grovni very 
pale and all the warmth and rapture had died out of his vcnce, 
when he spoke again. 

" I am Eckhardt," he said quietly, ^th the calm of a mad- 
man who argues for a fi^ idea, — " and you are Ginevra — 
or her ghost — I know not which. Why did you return to the 
world from your cold and narrow bed in the earth and shun the 
man who worships you as one worsliipB an idol ? Is it for 
some transgres^on in the flesh that your soul cannot flnd 
rest?" 

An omhious shufflhig behind her caused Theodora to start. 
She turned her head as if by chance and when again she 
faced Eckhardt, she was as pale as death. Noting her momen- 
taiy embarrassment, Eckhardt made a resolute step toward 
her, catching her hands in his own. He was dazed. 

" Is tills your welcome back hi the world, Ginevra 7 ** he 
pleaded with a pasdonate whisper. " Have you no ttionght 
what this long misery apart from you has meant 7 Remember 
the old days, — the old love, — have pity — speak to me as 
of old." 

His voice in its very whisper thrilled with the strange music 
that love alone can give. HU eyes burnt and his lips quivered. 
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Suddenly he seemed to wake to a realizatioa of the scene. 
He had been mocked by a fatal resemblance to Ms dead 
wife, ffia heart was heavy with the certainty, but the spell 



'Vnthoot warning he threw himself on his knees, hohUng 
her unresting hands in his. 

" Demon or Goddess," he faltered, and his vt^ce, even to 
his own ears, had a strange sound. " What would you have 
with me ? Speak, for what purpose did you summon me 7 
Who are you ? What do you want with me ? 

"Bk low laugh stirred the silence into a faint tuneful echo. 

" Foolish dreamer," she murmured half tenderly, half 
mockingly. " Is it not enough for you to know that you have 
been found worthy to join the few chosen ones to whom 
this earthly paradise is not a book with seven seals ? Like 
your sad-eyed, melancholy countrymen, you would analyze 
the essence of love and try to dissolve it into its own hetero- 
geneous particles. It you were given the choice of the fairest 
woman you would descend into the mouldering crypts of the 
post, to unearth the first and last Helen of Troy. Ahl Is it 
not BO ? You ffortiunen prefer a tlieoretical attachment to 
the body of living, breathing, loving woman ? " 

He looked at her surprised, perplexed, and paused an in- 
stant before he made reply. Was she mocldng him ? Did she 
speak truth? 

"Snre^ so peeriess an enchantress, with admirers so 
numerous, cannot find it wor& her while to add a new wor- 
ihlpper to the idolatrous throng ? " he answered. 

"Ahl Little you know," she murmured indolently, with a 
touch of cold disdain in her accents. " Uy worshippers are my 
puppets, my slaves) There is not a man amongst them," she 
added, rai^g her voice, " not a maul They kiss tlie hand 
diat fipoms their touch I As for yon,** she added, leaning 
forward, so that the daik shower of her hair toubed his 
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cheek and her drowsy eyei tank Into hU own, " Ab for you — 
you are from the ITorth. — I love a nature of strongly represeed 
and concMitrated pasdon, of a proud and cUlly temper. 
Like our volcanoee they wear crowns of ice, but fires un- 
quenchable smother in their depths. And — might not at 
a touch from the destined hand the flame in your heart leap 
forth uncontrolled ? " 

Eckhardt met the enchantress' look witli one of mingled 
dread and intoxication. She smiled, and raising a goblet of 
wine to her lips, Ussed tlw brim and gave it to him with an 
indescribably graceful swaying gesture of her whole form, 
which resembled a tall white lily bending to the Ineeze. He 
seized the cup eagerly and drank thirstily from it. Again her 
magic voice, more melodious than the sounds of -fiolian harps 
thrilled his ears and set his pulses to beating madly. 

" But you have not yet told me," she whispered, while her 
bead drooped lower and lower, till her dark fragrant tresses 
touched bis brow, " you have not yet told me that you lov« 
me ? " 

Was it the purple wine that was so heavy on his senses? 
Heavier was tht drowsy spell of the enchantress' eyes. Eck- 
hardt started up. Sis heart ached with the memory of Ginevra, 
and a dull pang shot through his soul. But the spell that was 
upon him was too heavy to be broken 1^ human effort. Noth- 
ing short of the thunder of Heaven could save him now. 

Theodora's words chimed in his ear, while her hands clasped 
his own with their soft, electrifying touch. With a supreme 
effort he endeavoured to shake <rft the spell, into whose ravish- 
ment be was being slowly but surely drawn, his efforts at 
resistance growing more feeble and feeble every moment 

Again the voice of the Siren sent its musical cadence thnmi^ 
his brain in the fateful question: 

" Do you love me ? " 

Eckhardt attempted to draw back, but couM not. 
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Entwining Iier body with Us aims, bs d«Tfnii«d her beauty 
with his ^98. From the crowning masBes of her dusky hair, 
over the curve of her white shonlden and bosom, down to the 
Mne-veined feet in the ^stenlng sandals, his gaze wandered 
hungrily, eearchingly, passionately. His heart beat with wild, 
mad desire, but, though bis lips moved, no words were audible. 

Sb» too, was silent, apparency watching the effect oi her 
spell upon him, sore of the ultimate fateful result. In reaUty 
she listened intently, as if expecting some unwelcome intrusion, 
and once her dark fear-ttruck eyes tried to penetrate the deep 
shadows of the grotto. She had heard something stir, — 
and a mad fear had s^zed her heart. 

Bckhardt, nnconsdoos of the woman's nusgi^ngs, gazed 
nptm her as one dazed. He felt, if he could but speak the one 
word, he would be saved and yet — something warned 
him that, if that word escaped his lips, he would be lost. Half 
recumbent on her couch, Theodora watched her victim nar- 
rowly. A smile of delicate deririon parted her lips, as slie 
said: 

" What ails you 7 Are you afraid of me 7 Can you not be 
happy, Eckhardt," she whispered into his brain, " hapi^ as 
otiier men, — and loved 7 " 

Sb» bent toward him yAth arms outstretched. Closely she 
watched his every gesture, endeavouring, in lier great fear, to 
read his thoughts. 

'* I cannot," he replied with a moan, "alas — Icannotl" 

*' And why not 7 " the enchantress whispered, bending 
closer bmard him. She must make him her own, she must 
win the terrible wager; from out of the gloom she felt two 
eyes burning upon her mth de'rilish glee. She preferred 
instant death to a life by the side of him she bated mth all 
the strength of a woman's bate for the man who has lied to 
her, deceived her, and ruined her life. Noting the fateful effect 
ot her blandishments upcm him, she threw herself with a sudden 
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movement agaioet Sckherdt'i breast, entmnlng him so 
tightly with her arms that she seemed to draw the very breath 
from Iiim. Her splendid dark eyes, ablaze with pasdon, 
sanlt into his, her lips curved in a sweet, deadly smile. Roused 
to the very height ot delirium, Edihardt wound his arms 
round Theodora's body. A dizriness tiad seized him. Por a 
moment Ginevra — past, present and future seemed forgotten. 
Closer and closer he felt himself drawn towards the fateful 
abyss — slowly the enchantress was drawing him onward, — 
until there would be no more resistance, — all flaming delirium, 
and etetikal damnation. 

'^th one white arm she reached for ttie goblet, but ere her 
fingers touched it, a shadowy hand, that seemed to come from 
nowhere and belong to no visible body, changed iba position 
of the drinking vessels, neither noted It Theodora Idssed the 
brim of the first goblet and started to dp from iti contents 
when a sudden pressure <m her shoulder caused her to look up. 
Her terror at what she saw was so great that it choked her 
utterance. Two terrible eyes gazed upon her from a white, 
pasdon-distorted face, which dtently warned her not to drink. 
So great was her terror, that she noticed not that EcUiardt 
had taken the goblet from her outstretched hand, and putting 
It to his lips on ttie very place where the sweetness of her 
mouth still lingered, drained it to the dregs. 

Wild-eyed with terror she stared at the man before her. 
A Btrange sensaticm liad come over him. Bia brain seemed to 
be on fire, ffis resistance was vanquished. He could not have 
graie, had he wished to. 

The night was stilL The dlence was rendered even more 
profound by Out rustling of the storm amoi^ the leaves. 

Sudden^ Eckhardt's hand went to his head. He started 
to rise from his Imeellng position, staggered to his feet, tluu as 
if struck I7 lightning he fell heavily sfalnst the mosaic of the 
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VfiOi a vild ahriek of tsiror, Theodora had lisett to her 
f«et — then she sank back on the couch Btaring speechlessly 
at what was passing before her. The gaunt form of a mcmk, 
clad in the habit of the hennits of Uount Aventine,had rushed 
into the grotto, just as Eckhardt fell from the effect of the drug. 
Lifting him up, as if he were a mere toy, the monk rushed out 
into the open and disappeared with his burden, while four 
eyes followed him in speechless dread and dismay. 
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CHAPTER III 

THE BUXIR OF LOVB 

T was late on the f dlowing 
evening, when in the hermitage 
of Niliis of Gaeta, Eclduudt 
voke from the death-like stupor 
which had bound his limbs nnca 
the terrible scenes of the previ- 
ous night. Thanks to the anti- 
dotes applied by the friar aa soon 
as he reached die open, the 
deadly effect of the p<ris<m had 
been stemmed ere it had time to penetrate Eckhardt's system, 
but even desidte this timely precaution, the benumbing effect 
of the drug was not to be avoided, and during the time when 
the stupor maintained its sway Nilus had not for a moment 
abandimed the side of his patient. A buming thirst ctxtsumed 
him, as he awoke. Raising himself on his elbows and vainly 
endeavouring to reconcile his surroundings, the monk who was 
seated at the foot of his roughly improvised bed rose and 
brought him some water. It was Nilus himself, and only after 
convincing himself that the state of the Margrave's condition 
was such as to warrant his immediately satisfying the flood <rf 
inquiries addressed to him, did the hermit go over the events 
of the preceding night, starting from the point where Eckhardt 
had lost consciousness and his own uitervention had saved 

Eckhardt's hand went to his head which still felt heavy and 
ached. His brain reeled at the account which ITilos gave him. 
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and then was a choking dryneBs in bis throat whm the friar 
accused Theodora <tf the deed. 

*' For such as she the world was made. For such as she 
foohi and slaves abase themselyea," the monk concluded his 
account. *' Pray that your eyes may never again behold her 
accursed face." 

Eckhardt made no reply. What could he say in extenuation 
<rf his presence in the groves ? And by degrees, as conscious- 
ness and memory returned, as he strained his reasoning 
faculties in the endeavour to find some cause for the woman's 
attempt to poison him, after having mocked him with her fatal 
likeness to Ginevra — his most acute logic could not reconcile 
her actions. For a mootent he tried to persuade himself that 
he was in a dream, and he strove in vain to wake from it. 
It was amazing in what brief time and with what vividness all 
that could render death terrible, and this death trf all most 
terrible, rushed upon his imagination. Despite the languor and 
in«rtness which still continued, one terrible certainty rose 
before him. Far from havii^ solved the mystery, it had In- 
tensified itself to a degree that seemed to make any further 
attempt at solution hopeless. During the twilight craisctous- 
ness of his senses numerous faces swam around him, — but 
of all tiiese only one had remained with him, Ginevra's pale 
and beautiful countenance, her sweet but terrible ^es. But 
the ever-recurring thought was madness. — Ginevra was 
dead. 

But the hours spent in tiie seclusion of the fiiar's Iwrmltage 
wen not entirely lost to Eckhardt They ripened a pre- 
conceived and most fantastic plan in his mind, which he 
no sooner remembered, than he began to think seriously of 
its encution. 

A second night spent in Nilua'a hermitage had sufficiently 
restored Eckhardt's vitality to eiuble him to leave it on the 
ftdlowing morning. After having taken leave of tiw monk, 
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confessing himself his debtor for life, tlu Hargrave choea the 
road toward the baperial palace, as his absence was llkeljr to 
^ve rise to strange nimouis, which might retard or prevent the 
task he had resolved to accomplish. He was in a state border- 
ing on nervous collapse, when he reached the gates of the 
palace, where the Comit Palatine, m attendance, nshered 
him into an ante-room pending his admlsrion to Otto's 
presence. Eckhardt's thoughts were gloomy and his coun- 
tenance forUdding as he entered, and he did not notice flie 
presence of Benilo, the Chamberlain. When the latter glanced 
up from his occupation, his countenance turned to ashen hues 
and he stared at the leader of the imperial hosts as one would at 
an apparition from the beyond. The hands, which held a 
parchment, strangely Illuminated, shook so violently that he 
was compelled to place the scroll on the table before him. 
Eckhaidt bad been so wrapt in his own dark ruminations that 
he saw and beard nothing, thus giving Benilo an opportunify 
to collect himself, though the stereotyped smile on the Cham- 
berlain's lips gave the lie to his pretense of continuing interested 
in the contents (tf the chart which lay on the table befon 
him. 

But Benilo's resUessness, his eagerness to acquaint himself 
with the purpose of Eckhardt's visit, did not permit him to 
continue the task in which the general's entrance had found him 
engaged. The Chamberl^n seemed undaunted 1^ Eckhaidt^ 
apparent preoccupation of mind. 

" We have just achieved a signal victory," he addressed the 
Kai^rave after a warm greeting, which was to veil his mis- 
givings, while his unsteady gaze roamed from the parchment 
on the table to Eckhardt's clouded brow. " The Byzantine 
ceremoidal will be henceforth observed at the Imperial 
court." 

<* What shall it all lead to 7 " repUed Eckbardt wearify. 

** To the fulfilment of flie emperor's dream," Benilo repUed 
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wiUi hia blandest smile, " his dreain of the ten-fold crown of 
Cimstantine Porphyrogenitus." 

" I thought the Saxon crown weighed heavily enough." 

** That is because your crown is material," Benllo deigned 
to expound, " not the symbolic crown of the East, which em- 
bodies all the virtues of the gold and iron. It was a stupendous 
task which confronted us — but together we have solved the 
problem. In the Graphia, after much vain research and 
study, and In the * Origines ' of Isidor, we found that which 
shall hencefortii constitute the emblem of the Holy Roman 
Emigre; not the Iron Crown cA Lombardy, nor the Silver 
Crown of Aiz-la-Chapelle, nor the Golden Crown of Rome — 
but all Uiree combined mth the seven of the East." 

" Ten crowns 7 " exclaimed Eckhardt aghast. " On the 
emperor's frail brow 7 " 

" Hay," spoke Besilo, with the same studied smile upon his 
lips, while he relinquished not for a moment the t^gti'^^ gaze 
with which tic followed every movement of the Margrave. 
" Hay I They oppress not the brow of the anointed. The 
Seven Crowns of the East are : The crown of Ivy, the crown of 
the Olive, the crown of Poplar Branches and Oak, the crown of 
Laurels, the Hitra of Janus, the crown of tbt Feathers of the 
Pea-fowl, and last of all the crown set widi diamonds, which 
Diocletian borrowed from the King ot the Perdans and 
whereon appeared the inscription : ' Roma Caput Hundi Regit 
Orbis Frena Rotundi.* " 

Eckhardt listened half dazed to this exhibition of antiquarian 
learning on the part of the Chamberlain. What were these 
trifles to avail the King in establishing order in the dis- 
cordant chaos of the Roman world ? 

But Benllo was either in excellent spirits over the result of 
his antiquarian researches which had made him well nigh 
indispensable to Otto, and into which he condescended to 
initiate so unlettered an individual as Eckhardt; or he tor- 
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mented the latter with details which he knew wearied the great 
leader, to keep Mb mind from dwelling on dangerous matters. 
Thus continuing his infonnation on these lines with a suave 
air of superiority, lie cited the treatise of IHgonius concerning 
fbt various modes of triumph and other antiquated splendonn 
as enumerated in the Codex, until Eckhardt's head swam with 
meaningless titles and newly created offices. Even an admiral 
had been appointed: Gregory oi Tusculum. In truth, he had 
no fleet to command, because there existed no fleet, but the 
want had been anticipated. Then there were many important 
oflices to be fllled, with names long as the ancient triumphal 
course; and would not the Romans feel flattered by these 
changes 7 Would they not willingly console themselves with 
the loss of their municipal liberties, knowing that Hungary, 
and Poland, Spain and Germany were to be Roman provincoa 
as of old 7 

Eckhardt saw through it all. 

Knowing Otto's fantastic turn of mind, Benilo was guiding 
him slowly but surely away from life, into the wilderness <^ 
a decayed civilization, whose luring magic was absorbing his 
vital strength. Else why this effort to rear an edifice which 
must crumble under its own weight, once the architect was 
removed from this hectic sphere ? 

"With the reckless entbusiaam of his character the imperial 
youth had plunged into tiie deep ocean of learning, to whose 
shores his studies with Benilo conducted him. The ""'""H* 
pictures which the pcmderous tomes presented, into whose 
dust and must he delved, the dramatic splendour of the narra- 
tive in which the glowing fancies of the chroniclers had 
clothed the stirring events of the times, deeply impressed his 
susceptible mind, Just as the chords of £olian harps are mute 
till the chance breeze passes which wakes them into pasdonate 
mu^. Gerbert, now Sylvester II, had no wish to stifle nor 
even to stem this natural senribility, but rather to divert its 
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•oere^ into Iti proper channels, for he was too deeply versed 
in human science not to know that even the eloquence oi 
religion ii cold and poweriess, unless kindled by those find 
•motions and spartding thoughts which on^ poetical en- 
thusiaam can strike out of tlie hard flint of logic. 

But now fbt activity of Otto's genius, lacking the i«vper 
channels, vented its wild profusion in inert speculation and 
dreamy reverie. Indistinct longings ventured out on that 
shimmering restless sea of love and glory, which his imagina- 
tion painted in the world, a vague yearning for the mysterious 
which was hinted at in that medifeval lore. 

All things were possible in those legends. Ho scent of 
autumn haunted the deep verdure of those forests, even the 
harsh Immutable laws of nature seemed to yield to their 
magic. Death and Despair and Sorrow were but fore-shadowed 
angels, not the black fiends of Northern imagery. Their heroes 
and heroines died, but reclining on beds of violets, the songs of 
nightingales sweetiy warbling them to rest 

And tlie son of the Greek princess resented fiercely any 
intruKon mto his paradise. It was a thankless task to recall 
him to tlie hour and to reality. 

The appearance of a page, who summoned Eckhardt hito 
Otto's presence, put an end to Benilo'e effusive arclue- 
ology, and as the Margrave disappeared in the emperor's 
cabinet, Benilo wondered how mudi he knew. 

What transpired during his protracted audience remained 
for the present the secret of those two. But when Eckhardt 
left the palace, his brow was even more clouded than before. 
While his conference with Otto had not been instrumental in 
dissipating the dread misgivings which tortured his mind, he 
had found himseU face to face with the revelation that a 
fraud had been perpetrated upon lilm. For Otto disclaimed all 
Imowledge of signing any order which relieved Eckhardt of 
bis command^ flafly declaring it a forgery. While its poipose 
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vas easy to divine, tbe quesdon renuined wliose interaat 
juBtifled his Tenttiring so desperate a chance ? Eddurdt parted 
from tiis sover^gn with tlie latter's fuil approval of the course 
Ills leader intended to pursue, and so far from granting him the 
dispensation once deured, Otto did not heritate to pnmoimce 
the vision which had interposed at the fatal moment between 
Eckhardt and the fnlfllment of his deaiie, a divine inteipoeltion. 

Slowly the day drew to a close. The eve of the great festival 
approached. 

When daiimess finally fell over the Cajdtolinc hill, the old 
palace of the Ceesars seemed to walnn to a new life. Jn the 
great reception hall a gorgeous spectacle awaited the guests. 
The richly dressed crowds buzzed like a swarm of bees. Their 
attires were iridescent, gorgeous in fashions borrowed from 
many lands. The invasion of foreigners and the enslavement 
of Italy couid be read in the garbs of the Romans. The robes 
of the women, fashioned after the supreme style of Constanti- 
nople, hinging in iieavy folds, stiff with gold and jewels, 
suggested rather ecclesiastical vestments. The hair was con- 
fined in nets d gold. 

Stephanie, the consort of the Senator of Rome, was by 
common accord the queen at the festival which this night 
■mu to usher in. Attracting, as she did tm every turn, the eyes 
of lieedless admirers, her triumphant l)eauty seemed to have 
chosen a fit device in the garb which adorned her, some filmy 
gossamer web of India, embroidered witii moths burning thdr 
wings in fiame. 

Whether or no she was conscious of tiie lavish admiration 
at the Romans, her eyes, lustrous under the dark tresses, were 
clear and cold ; lier smile calm, her voice, as she greeted the 
arriving guests, melodious and thrilling like the times of a 
harp. Amid the noise and buzz, she seemed a being apart, 
alien, solitary, like a water lily on some silent moon-lit pool. 
At laat a loud fanfare (tf tnmipeti and horns announced ttie 
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arrival of the Gflrman king. Attended by Ui mite flw son of 
Theophano, whose spiritualized beauty he seemed to have 
Inherited, received the homage of the Senator of Rome, the 
Cavalli, Caetanl, MBSsimi and Stephaneschi. Stephania was 
standing apart in a more nmoto part of the hall, surrounded 
by women of the Roman nobility. Her face flushed and paled 
alternately as she became aware of the commotion at the 
entrance. The airy draperies of summer, which revealed laUiez 
than concealed her divine beauty, gave her the appearance d 
a Circe, conquering every heart at sight. 

As she slowly advanced toward the imperial circle, with the 
ttiree appropriate reverences in use, the eerene composure of 
her countenance made it seem as if she had herself been bom 
in purple. But as Otto's gaze fell upon the consort of the 
Senator of Rome, he suddenly paused, a deep pallor chasing 
die flush of joy from the beardless face. Was she not the 
woman he had met at the gates of the confessional 7 A great 
pain seized his heart as the thought came to him, that she of 
whom he bad dreamed ever since that day, she in whose love 
he had pictured to himself a heaven, was the consort of another. 
Before him stood Stephania, the wife of his former foe, the wife 
of tb» Senator of Rome. And as he gazed into her large limpid 
eyes, at the exquisite contour of her head, at the small crimson 
lips, the clear-cut beauty of the face, of the tint (tf richest 
Carrara marble, Otto trembled. Unable to speah a word, 
fearful lest he might betray his emotions, he seized the white, 
firm hand which she extended to Mm with a bewitching 
smile. 

" So we are to behold the King's majesty, at last," she 
said with a voice whose very accent thrilled him through and 
tiirongb. " I thought you were never going to do us that 
honour, — master of Rome, and master — of Rome's mis- 
trees.** 

Her speech^ as she bent slightly toward him, whispering 
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ttttbet than speaking tiu last words, filled Otto's soul vitti 
intoxication. Stunned by the manner of his teceptlan, her 
mysterious words still ringing in his ears, Otto muttered a 
reply, intelli^ble to none bat herself, ner^ng his whole natnra 
to remain calm, though his heart beat so loudly that he thought 
all present must bear iti -wM ttirobs even through his imperial 
vestmenti. 

As slowly, reluctantly he retreated from her presence, to 
greet the rest of the assembled guests, Otto mariced not ttie 
meaning-fraught exchange of gUnces between the Senator of 
Rome and his mfe. The smiles <rf the beautiful women around 
liim were as full of warning as the scowls of a Roman mob. 
Once or twice Otto gazed as if by dunce in tlie direction of 
Staphania. Each time their eyes met. Truly, if the hatred of 
Crescentius was a menace to his life, the favour of Stephania 
seemed b> summon him to dizzy, perilous heights. 

At last tlie banquet was served, the company seated and 
amidst soft strains of mudc, the festival took Its course. Otto 
now had an opportunity to study In detail the galaxy of profli- 
gate courtiers and beauties, which shed their gUre over the 
sunset of Crescentius's reign. But so absorbed was he in the 
l>eau^ (d Stephania, that, thou^ he attempted to withdraw Us 
eyes, lest their prolonged gaze should attract observation, stlU 
fliey ever returned with increased and devouring eagerness 
to feast upon her incomparable beauty, while with a strange 
agony of mingled jealousy and anger he noted the court paid 
to the l>eautiful wife of Crescentius by the Roman baixms, 
chief among them Benilo. It seemed, as if the latter wanted 
to urge the king to some open and indiscreet demonstnititMi 
by the fire of his own admiratiott, and, dear as lie was to his 
heart. Otto heaved a sigh of relief at the thought that lie had 
guarded his secret, which if revealed, would place him beyond 
redemption in the power of his enemy, the Senator. 

Stephania herself seemed for the nonce too much absorbed 
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in hat own amosemuiti to notice the emotions slie had 
evoked in the young king <rf the GennanB. But when she 
chanced to turn her smiling eyes from the Senator, her husband, 
she suddenly met Uie ardent gaze of Otto riveted upon her with 
bnmhig intensity. The smite died on her lips and for a moment 
On coknir faded from her cheeks. Otto flushed a deep crimson 
and played in affected indifference with the tassels of his 
sword, and for some moments they aeesud to take no further 
heed of each other. What happened at the banquet, what 
was spoken and the speakers, to Otto it was one whirling 
chaos. He saw nothing; he heard notliing. The gaze of 
Stephania, the wife of Crescentlus, had cast its spell over him 
and there was bat one thought in his mind, — but one dream 
in his heart. 

At tte request of some one, some of the guests changed their 
seats. Otto noted it not Peals of laughter reverberated 
through the high arched Sala; some one recited an ode on 
the past greatness of Rome, followed by loud applause; to 
Otto it was a meaningless sound. Suddenly he hwird his own 
name from lips whose tones caused him to start, as if electrified. 

Stephania. sat by his side. Crescentlus seemed conversing 
eagerly with some of the barons. Rai^g her arm, white as 
fallen snow, she poured a fine crimson wine into a goblet, 
until it swelled to the golden brim. There was a simultaneous 
bustle of pages and attendants, offering fruits and irine to the 
guests, and Otto mechanically took some grapes from a salver 
which was presented to him, but never for a moment averted 
his gaze from Stephania, until she lifted the goblet to her 
lips. 

" To that 1 " she whispered ^th a swift glance at Otto, which 
went to his heart's core. She sipped from the goblet, then, 
bending to him, held it herself to his lips. His trembling hands 
for a moment covered her own and he drank strangely deep of 
the crimscm wine, wliich made his senses reel, and in the trancs 
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in whicli their qres met, neither noticed the sphinz-lifce ex- 
pression on the face of Benilo, the Grand Chamberlain. 

But if the wine, of which Otto had partaken with Stephania, 
was not in reality compounded of magic ingredients, the most 
potent lore philtre could scarcely have been more efficacious. 
For the first time it seemed as if he bad yielded up his whole 
soul and being to the fascination of marrellaus beau^, and with 
such loveliness exhausting upon him all its treasures of infinite 
charm, wit and tenderness, stirred by every motive of triumph 
and rivalry, — even if a deceptive apology had not worked in 
his own mind, it would scarcely have been possible to reust 
the spell. 

The banquet passed off io great splendour, enlivened by the 
most glittering and unscrupulous wit. Thousands of lamps 
shed their effu^ence on the scene, revealing toward the end a 
fantastic pageant, descending the grand stair-case to some 
equally strange and fantastic music. It was a procession (rf 
the ancient deities ; but so great was the illiterate state of mind 
among the Romans c^ that period, that the ideas they repre- 
sented of the olden time were hopelessly perplexed and an 
antiquarian, had there been one present, would have thrown 
up his hands in despair at the incongruous attire of the pagan 
divinities who had invaded the most Christian city. During 
this processon Otto's eyes for the third time sought those of 
Stephania. She seemed to feel it, for she turned and her lips 
responded with a smile. 

The night passed like some fantastic dream, conjured up 
from fairy land. And Otto carried his dreaming heart back to 
the lonely palace tm the Aventine. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE SECRET OF THE TOMB 

HILE tli0 nrelUng on ttw 
Cai^toMe bill wu at its height, 
Eckhardt had approached Benilo 
and draving him aside, engaged 
him in length; conversation. 
The Cliamberlain*s countenance 
had lost its studied calm and 
betrayed an amazement which 
vainly endeavoured to vent it- 
self in adequate utterance. He 
appeared to offer a strenuous opposition to Eckhardt's request, 
an opposition which ^Ided only when every argument seemed 
to have failed. At last they had parted, Eckhardt passing 
unobserved to a terrace and gaining a path that led through 
an orange grove behind the Vatican gardens. A few steps 
brought him to a gate, which opened on a narrow vlcolo. 
Here he paused and dapped bis hands softly together. The 
signal was repeated from the other side and Eckhardt there- 
upon lifted the heavy iron latch, which fastened the gate on 
the inner side and, passing out, carefully closed it behind him. 
Here be waa joined by another personage wrapt in a long, dark 
cloak, and together they proceeded through a maze of dark, 
lUUTOw and unfrequented alleys. Lane after lane they trav- 
ersed, all unpaved and muddy. Another ten minutes' walk 
between lightless houses, whose doors and windows were for 
the most part dosed and barred, and they reached an old time- 
worn dwelling mth a low unsightly doorway. It was secured 
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by strong fasteningB of bolts and bars, as though its tenant 
bad sufficiaat motives for affecting privacy and retirement. 
The very nature of his calling would however have secured him 
from intrusion either by day or by night, from any one not 
Immediately in need of his services. For here lived n Gobbo, 
the grave digger, a bu^ permnage hi the Rome of those days. 
Eckhardt and his companion exchanged a swift glance as they 
approached tlie tmcanny dwelling ; eyeless, hoary with vegeta- 
tion, rooted here and there, the front of the house gave no 
welcome. Eckhardt whispered a question to his companion, 
which was answered in llie afi&imative. Then he bade him 
knock. After a wait of brief duratiott, the snmmons was 
answered by a low cough within. Shuffling footsteps were 
heard, tlien the unbarring of a door, follovrad by the creaking 
of hinges, and the low bent figure (rf an old man appeared, 
n Gobbo, the grave digger wore a loose gray tunic, which reached 
to his Imees. What vras ^sible of his countenance was cadav- 
erous and ashen gray, as that of a corpse. Hia small lat-llke 
eyes, whose restless vigilance argued some deficiency or warping 
<k the brain,a tendency, however remote, to insanity, scrutinized 
the stranger with marked suspicion, while a long nose, carving 
downward over a projecting upper lip, which seemed in per- 
petual tremor, Imbtied his countenance with something 
strangely Uephistophelian. 

In a very few words Eckhardt's companion requested 
the grave digger to main ready and follow them, and 
that vrorthy, seeing nothing strange in a summons (tf 
this sort, complied at once, took jick and spade, and 
after having locked and barred his halntatlon, asked hli 
BoUdtor to which burial grounds he was to accompany 
them. 

" To San Pancrado," was Eckhardt's curt reply. The 
■ilence had become almost hisufferable to him, and something 
In the manner of his speech caused the grave digger to be- 
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■tow on him a swift glance. Thenha preceded them in dleoce 
on the well-known way. 

It was a wonderful night. 

Then was not a breath of air to stir the dying leaTSt of 
the trees. The clouds, which had risen at sunset in the West, 
had vanished, leanng the sky unobscured, arching deep blue 
over the yellow moon. 

As they approached the Ripetta, the grave digger suddenly 
paused and, facing the Margrave and his companion, inquired 
where the corpse was awaiting them. 

A strange, jarring laugh broke from Eckhardt's lips. 

" Never fear, my honest friend I It is a veiy well conditioned 
corpse, that will play us no pranks and run away. Corpses 
do sometimes — so I have been toU. What think you, honest 
n Gobbo ? *' 

The gnve digger bestowed a glance upon his interlocutor, 
which left little doubt as to what he thought of his patron's 
sanity, then he crossed himself and hastraed onward. The 
nber lay now on their left, and an occarional flash revealed 
the turbid waves rolling down toward the sea in the moonlight. 
Eckhardt and his companion exchanged not a word, as silently 
they strode behind their uncanny guide. On their left hand 
now appeared the baths of Carecalla, th^ external mag- 
nificence slowly crumbling to decay, waterless and desolate. 
Towering on their right rose llie Caehan hill in the moonlight, 
covered irtth ruins and neglected gardens. The rays of the 
higher rising moon fell through the great arches of the Neronian 
Aqueduct and near by were the round church of St. Stephen 
and a cloister dedicated to St. Erasmus. As they proceeded 
over the narrow grass-grown road, the silence which encom- 
passed tbtm was as intense as among the Apinan sepulchns. 
At the gate of San Sebastiano, all traces of the road vanished. 
A winding path conducted them through a narrow valley, 
the silence of which was only broken by the occasi<mal hoot (d 
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an owl, or the flitting acroBs their path of a bat, which like an 
evil thought, seemed afraid of its own shadow. Then timy 
passed the anci«nt church of Santa Ursula, which for many 
years formed tlie center of a churchyard. The path became 
more sterile and desolate with every step, only a few dwarfish 
sbmbs brealdng the monotony, to make it appear even mora 
like a wilderness, until they came upon a ruined wall, and follow- 
ing its course for some distance, reached a heavy iron gate. 
It gave a dismal, creaking sound as D Gobbo pushed it 
open and entered the churchyard of San Panciazio in advance 
ot his companions. 

Pausing ere he continued upon a way as yet unknown to 
him, he again turned questioningly toward his mysterious 
Bommoners, for as far as his eye could reach in the bright 
moonlight, he could discover no trace of a funeral cortege or 
ever so small number of mourners. Listead <tf satis^ring 
n Gobbo's curiosi^, Eckhardt briefly ordered him to follow him, 
and the gravedigger.Bhaking his head with grave doubt,f ollowed 
the mysterious stranger, who seemed so familiar with tUs 
abode of Death. They traversed the churchyard at a rajdd 
pace, until they reached a mortuary chapel situated in a remote 
region. Here Eckhardt and his companion paused, and the 
fmmer, turning about and facing n Gobbo, pointed to a grave 
in the shadows of the chapel. 

" ECnow you this grave ? " the Hargnve accosted the 
grave digger, pelting to the grass-plot at his feet. 

The grave digger seemed to grope tiirough the depths of Ills 
memory; then he bent low as if to decipher tlie inscription 
on the stone, but this effort vras in so far superfluous, as be 
could not read. 

" Here lies one Oinevra, — the vrife of the German Com- 



He patised, again searching his memory, but this time in vain. 
" Eckluidt," sup^ied the Hargravo himself. 
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'* Eckhardt — Eckhardt," the grave digger echoed, crossii^ 
himself at the sound of the dreaded name. 

" Open the grave I " Eckhardt hroke into U Gobbo's babbling, 
who had been wondering to what purpose be had been brought 
here. 

n Gobbo stared up at the speaker as if he mistmstad his Iteer- 
ing, but made no reply. 

"Open fba gravel" Eckhardt repeated, leaning upon liis 
Bword. 

n Gobbo shook his head. No doubt the man was mad; 
else why should he prefer the strange request 7 He looked 
qoestioningly at Eckhardt's companion, as if expecting tin 
latter to interfere. But he moved not A stninge fear began 
to creep over the grave digger. 

" Here is a purse of gold, enough to dispel the qualms <rf your 
conscience," Eckhardt spoke mth terrible firmness in his 
tones, offering n Gobbo a leather purse of no mean ^ize. Bttt 
the latter pushed it back with abhorrence. 

" I cannot — I dare not. Who are you to prefer this 
strange request ? " 

" I am Eckhardt, the general 1 Open the gravel " 

D Gobbo cringed as though he had been struck a blow from 
some innsible hand. 

" I dare not — I dare not," he whhud, deprecating tlie 
proffered ^t. " The dn would be vidted upon my head.— 
It is written: Disturb not the dead." 

A terrible look passed into Eckhardt's face. 

" Is this purse not heavy enough ? I will add another." 

" It is not that — it is not that," D Gobbo replied, almost 
weeing with terror. " I dread the vengeance <d the 
deadl They mil not permit the sacrilege to pass unpun- 
ished." 

" Then let the punishment fall on my headl " replied Eck- 
hardt with territ>le voice. " Take your ^ade, old man, tot 
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by the Abnigbtf God who looki down upon ub, you iriU not 
lu.'n this pUice alivs, unless you do as you ue toU." 

The old grave digger trembled in every limb. Helpless^ 
he gazed about; Imploringly he looked up into the face <rf 
Bckhardt's immobile companion, but he read nothing in the 
eyes of these two, save """'""fng determination. bistlnctiTe^ 
he knew that no argument would avail to deter diem from thtir 
mad purpose. 

Eckhardt watched the old man doeely. 

" Tou dog ttiia grave yoaiseU, three years ago," he then 
■poke In a tone strangely mingled of despair and irony. " It 
is a poor grave digger who permits his dead to leave tluir cold 
and oazTOW berth and go forth among the living in the form 
they bore on earthi It has been whispered to me," he con- 
tinued with a terrible laugh, *' that some of your graves are 
shallow. I would fain be convinced with my own eyes, just 
to be able to give your calmuiiators the Ue I Therefore, good 
n Gobbo, take up your spade with all speed, and imagine, as 
you perform your task, that you are not opening this grave to 
fisturb the repose of her who sleepa beneath the sod, but 
preparing a reception to one still in the fieshl Proceedl " 

The last word was spoken with such menace that the grave 
digger reluctantly compiled, and taking up the spade, which 
he had dropped, he poshed it slowly into the sod. Leaning 
silently on his sword, his face the pallor of death, Eckhardt and 
his companion watched the progress at the terrible work, 
watched one shovel of earth after the other fly up, piling up 
I7 the side (rf the grave; watched the oblong opening grow 
deeper and deeper, till after a breathless pause oi some duration 
the spade at the grave digger was heard to strike the top of the 
cofBn, 

n Gobbo, who all but his head stood now in the grave, 
looked up Imploringly to Eckhardt, hoping that at the last 
moment he would desist from the terrible sacrilege he was 
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about to commit. But when hs read only implacable deter- 
mination In the conmiander's face, be again turned to his task 
and continued to throw up the earHi until the coffin stood free 
and unimpeded in its narrow berth. 

" I cannot raise it up," fhe old man whined. ** It ii too 
heavy." 

" We will asdst youl Out it shall come if all the devUa in 
hell clung to it from beneath. Bring your ropes and bring them 
quickly! Hear you?" thundered Echhardt in a frenzy. 
His self-enforced calm was fast {^ving way before the terrible 
ordeal be was passing ttuongh. 

" Would it not be safer to go down and open the lid ? '* 
questioned Sckhardt's companion, for the first time breaking 
the rilence. 

" There is not room enough, — unless the berth Is widened," 
Eckhardt replied. Then he turned to H Gobbo, who was 
slowly scrambling out of the grave. 

" Widen the berth — we will come down to yonl " 

The grave digger returned to his task; then after a time, 
which seemed eternity to those waiting above, his head again 
appeared in the opening. One shovel ot earth after another 
flew up at the feet of Eckhardt and his companion. Again 
and again they heard tlie spade strike against the coffin, till 
at last sonuthhig like a groan out of the ^oom below informed 
them that the task had been accomplished. 

" Have you any tools 7 " Eckhardt shouted to H Gobbo. 

" None to serve that end," stammered the grave digger. 

" Then take 3rour spade and prise the lid opeul " cried 
Eckhardt. He was trembling like an aspen, and his breath 
came hard through his half-doeed lips. The expression of 
his face and his demeanour were such aa to vanquish the last 
scruples of n Oobbo, who belaboured the coffin with much good 
will, which was mocked by the result, for it warned to hav* 
been hermetically sealed. 
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After waiting some time in dsadly, harrowing anspeoM, 
Ecfclwrdt oddiMsed his companion, 

" I hate to abase my good sword for such a purpose, — but 
tbe coffin shall be opened." And mthout warning he bonnded 
down into the grave, while n Gobbo, ttiinVing his last momeat 
at band, had dropped pick and spade, and stood, more dead 
dion aUve, at the foot of the grave. 

lacking up the grave digger's spade, Eckbardt dealt llie coffin 
such a terrific blow that he splintered its top to atoms. A 
second blow complete^ severed the lid, and it lurched heavi^ 
to one side, lodging between the coffin and the earth wall. 

The ensuing silence was intense. 

The moon, which had risen bigh in the heavens, illumined 
with her beams the chasm in which Eckhardt stood, bending 
over the coffin. What Ms eyes beheld was too terrible for words 
to express. Only one tress of dork silken hair had escaped 
the dread havoc of death, which the open coffin revealed. It 
was a sight such as would cause the blood to freeze in the veins 
of the bravest. It was the visible execution of the judgment 
pronounced in tbe garden of Eden; " Dust thou art, and to 
dust thou sbalt return." 

Only one dark silken tren of all that splendour of body and 
youth I 

Eckhardt leaped from the grave and stood aside, leaving 
it for his companion to give his final instructions to 
n Gobbo, the grave digger, and the reward for his night's 
labour. 

As they strode from the churchyard of Son Pancrario, 
neither spoke. The havoc of death, which Eckhordt's eyes 
had beheld, the contrast between die image of Ginevra, such 
as it lived in his memory, and flu tight which had met bis 
eyes, had re-opened every wound in his heart. Ho beam d 
hope, no thought of heavenly mercy, penetrated the night of 
bis soul. His heart seemed steel-cased and completely waUed 
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up. He couid not even abed a tear. One hour had worked a 
dreadful traiufonnation. SilenUy the HargraTe and Ms com- 
panion left the chuichyaxd. Stientiy they tamed toward the 
d^. At the baae of Aventine, Benilo parted from Eckhardt, 
himself more dead than alive, promising to see him on the 
following day. He dared not trust himself even to ask Eckhardt 
what he had seen. There would be time enough when his 
terrible frenzy had subdded. 

As Eckhardt continued upcm tiis way, he grew more calm. 
The feast <a Death, which he had dared to break into, while 
for a time completely stupefying him with Its horrors, seemed 
at least to have brought proof positive, that whoever Ginevra's 
double, it was not Ginevra returned to earth. There was much 
in that thought to comfort his soul, and after the fresh air of 
night had cooled his fevered brow, saner reflections began to 
gain sway over his iriiirling brain. 

But ttiey did not endure. What he had seen proved nothing. 
Another body might liave been substituted in the cofflil. The 
supposition was monstrons indeed — yet even the wildest 
surmises seemed justified when thrown in the scales against 
the fatal likeness of the woman who tiad drawn him from the 
altars of Christ, liad frustrated his dengn to become a monk, 
and had, as he believed, attempted Ills life. Could he but find 
tiie monk who had conducted the last rites I He had searched 
for Um in every cloister and sanctuary in Rome, yet aU those 
of whom he inquired disclaimed aU knowledge of his abode. 
Several times tiie thought had recurred to Eckhardt of return- 
ing to the Groves, to seek a second interview with the woman, 
and thus for ever to silence his doubts. But a strange dread 
bad assailed and restrained him from the execution. There 
was something in the woman's eyes he had never seen in 
Ginevra's, and he felt that he would inevitably succumb, 
should he ever again stand face to face with her. He almost 
wished that he had followed Benilo's advice, — tiiat lie had 
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nfnined from an act prompted by fnoxj and deipalr. Vain 
legratsl He must find the monk, if he was Btill in Roma. 
Though eveiything and eveiybody wemed to have consjdrod 
•gainst liim nothing shonid l>end tiim from his conxso. 
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CHAPTER V 

THB QROTTOS OP BQBRU 

OR the following day the Sena- 
tor of Rome had arranged a 
Festival of Pan, and the place 
appointed for the ^Tertiaaement 
was one which the Seneschal of 
the Decameron might have 
chosen as fit for the reception of 
his luxurious masters, where 
eveiyobject was in harmony with 
the delidouB and charmed exist- 
ence which they had dewed in defiance of Death, Arcades of 
vineSfbright with the gold andrusset foliage of autumn,aacended 
in winding terraces to a height, on which they converged, form- 
ing a spacious canopy over an expanse of brightest emerald 
turf, inlaid with a mosaic of Sowers. In the centre there was 
a fountain, which sent its spray to a great height in the clear 
air, refreshing soul and body with the harmony erf its waters. 
Between the interstices of the vines, magnificent views <rf the 
whole surrounding country were offered to the eye, to which 
feature perhaps, or to the effect of a dazzling variety of 
late roses, which grew among the vines, and the lofty cypresses 
which made tlie elevation a conB[dcuous object in every direc- 
tion, it owes its present designation of Belvedere. 

Stephania's spell had worked powerfully on its intended 

victim. Surrounded by everything which could kindle the 

fires of Love and stimulate the imagination, exposed to the 

influence of her marvellous beauty and the infinite charm ot 
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her individually, Otto waa deTound t^ a passion, which 
hour^ increased, despite the struggle which he put forth to 
renst It. Stepiunia's absence had taught him how necessary 
she bad become to his existence, and although he was well in- 
formed that she rarely quitted Castel San Angelo, he waa yet 
tortured by the wildest fancies, entirely oblivious that he had 
given all his youth, his love, his heart to a beautiful phantom, — 
the wife of another, who could never be his own. And though 
he endeavoured to reason with his madness, though he ques- 
tioned himself where it would lead to, in what strange manner 
he had absorbed the poison which rioted in his system, it was 
of no avail. The ^ctates of Fate vanqiush the paltry laws 
(rf mortals. This love had come to him unbidden — uncalled. 
Why must the soul remain for ever isolated when the unbounded 
feast of beauty was spread to all the senses? And was it not 
too late to retreat 7 It was the last trump of the tempter. 

He won. 

As he approached the Hinotaurus, Otto's hope brightened 
with tiie tints aS ttw rainbow. For the first time since his 
return from Honte Gargano he had discarded his usual cum- 
brous habiliments, and though bis garb was still that prescribed 
by the court cerem<niial, it added much to display his prince^ 
person to advantage. Confiding much more in the secrecy d 
his movements than in ttie protection of 1^ attendants, Otto 
had left the palace on the Aventlne imobserved and arrived In 
the vale of Egerla with a whirl of passion and a rush of recol- 
lections, which not only took from him all power, but every 
wish (rf reristance, — a far more dangerous symptom. 

Stephania's duemla was in waiting and informed him that 
the latter had disndssed her ladles to amuse themselves at 
their pleasure in the gardens, while Stephania herself was 
wreathing a garland for the evening in the Egertan Orotto, 
wUch formed the centre of the fantastic labyrinth called the 
IDnotaiinia, from an antique statue <rf Am mouter which 
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adorned it. Slipping a ring of great valoe on the old dame'i 
finger, as a testimony, he said, of bis gratitude, for watching 
over her mistress, Otto hastened onward. His heart beat so 
heavil; when he came within view of the rose-matted arches 
leading to the ancient grotto, that he was obliged to pause to 
recover his breath. At tbat moment a voice fell upon his ear, 
but it was not the voice of Steptaania, and with a feeling almost 
of suffocation in the intendty of bis pastion, Otto drew adde 
the foliage to ascu-tain whether or not his senses had belied 
him. 

The flgnre of the Hinotaums was cast in bronze, a mon- 
strous bull, crouched, head to the ground, on the marble pave- 
ment of the temple. Passing the statue, Otto made for the 
grotto indicated by his guide, and, raising the tapestry of ivy, 
which concealed it, disappeared within. Guided by the warm 
evening light to its entrance, he hesitated as if apprehending 
some treachery. Then, with quick determinati<ni he groped 
his way into the cavern, paused somewhat suddenly and looked 
about. 

It was deserted, but a faint glimmer lured him to the back- 
grotmd, where a fountain gleamed in the purple twilight. 

" Rash mortal," said a voice, in tones tbat made his heart 
jump to his throat, " I think you are now as near as devout 
wonhippers are wont to approach to n^ waves, though, as 
one of fba initiated, the vestal nymphs of these caves bid you 
very welcome." 

" I have kept my faith," Otto replied, pau^g before the 
veiled apparition which sat on the rim of ttie fountain. " But 
your vdl hides you as effectually from my gaze as a moun- 
tain." 

His agitation betrayed itself in his wavering tones. 

" Are you afraid," she asked, noting his hesitancy, " lest I 
should prove the fiend who tempted Cyprianus ? " 

"All fears redouble in the darkness. Let me tee your face 1 " 
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" Why have you come here ? ** 

" Wl^ have you summoned me 7 ** 

" Perhaps to test your courage." 

"I fear nothing I" 

" One word of mine, tne gesture, — and yon are my pris- 
oner." 

Otto remained standing. His face was pals, but no trace of 
fear appeared thereon. 

" I trust you." 

" I am a Roman, — and your enemy) I am the enemy <tf 
your people I" 

"I trust you!" 

" Suppose I had lured yoa Utiier to end for ever tiiii vn- 
bearable state 7 " 

"I trust youl " 

Stephania'B eyes cowered beneath Otto's gaze. Siting 
abruptly she averted her head, but eveiy trace of colour had 
left her face as she raised the veil. Then she turned slowly and 
extended her hand. Otto grasped it, pres^g it to his £pa 
in an ecstasy of joy, then lis drew her down to the seat she had 
abandoned, kneeling by her side. 

For a moment she gazed at him thoughtfully. 

" What do you want of me ?" she then asked abruptly. 

" I would have you be my friend," he stammered, i^A- 
worship in his eyes. 

" Is a woman's friendship so rare a commodity, that yon 
come to me ? " she replied, drawing her hand from him, 

" I have never known woman's love nor friendship, — and 
it is yoiirs I want." 

Stephania drew a l<mg breath. Truly, — it required no 
effort on her part to lead him on. He made her task an easy 
one. Yet there rose in her heart a spark of pity. The complete 
trust of this boy-king was to the wife (rf Crescentius a novel 
sensation in the atmos[diere of doubt and suspidtm in which 
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she hRd grown up. It was slmost a pity to shatter the temide 
in Thich he had placed her as goddess. 

The mood held Bway but a moment, then -with a C17 irf 
delirious gaye^, she wrote the word " Friendship " rapidly 
on the water. 

"Look," «lu said, "scarcely a lipple remainsi That is 
tiw end. Let as but add another word, ' Farewell ' — and 
let the trace it shall leave tell when we shall meet again." 

The words died on Otto's lips. He could not fathom the 
lightning change which had come over her. '^th mingled 
sadness and passion he gazed upon the lovely face, bo pale and 
cold. 

" Let us not part thus," he stammered. 

Stephania had risen abruptly, shaldng herself fne of his 
kneeling form. 

** What is it all to lead to ? " she questioned. 

Otto rose slowly to his feet. Reeling as if stonned by a blow, 
ha staggered after her. 

** Do not leave me thos," he begged with outstretched arms. 

Stephania started away from liim, as if In terror. 

" Do not touch me, — as you are a man — " 

Otto's hand went to his head. Was he waking ? Was he 
dreaming ? Was this the same woman who had but a moment 
ago — 

He had not time to think out the thought. 

He felt his neck endrcled by an airy form and arms, and lips 
whose sweetness made his senses reel were breathlessly pressed 
upon his own. 

But for an evanescent instant the sensation endured. 

A voice whispered tow: " Ottol " 

When he tried to embrace the mocking phantom he grasped 
tba empty air. 

He rushed madly forward, but at this Instant there arose 

a wild uproar and clamour around him. The ^ver moon on 
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ttie foontain burst into a blaze of whirling light, ithich illumined 
the whole grotto. The shrill summons oi a bell was to be heard 
as from the depths <rf the fountain, and suddenly the verdant 
precincts were crowded with a most extraonUnary company, 
shouting, hooting, laughing, yelling, and wanng torches. 
Satyr8,nymphs, faun8,and all varieties of sylvan deities poured 
out of every nook and cranny by which there was an entrance, 
all shriehing execration on the profaner <rf the sacred solitudet 
and brandishing sundry weapons appropriate to their qualities. 
The satyrs wielded their crooked staves, the fauns their stiff 
pine-wreatiis, the nymphs their branches of oak, and a loud 
clamour arose. But by far the most formidable peiscmageB were 
a number of shepherds with huge boar-spears, who made 
their appearance m every dde. 

"Pan I Panl " shouted a hundred voices. "Come and 
judge the mortal who has dared to profane thy solitudes. 
Echo — where is Pan ? " 

IXstant and faint tiie ciy came back: 

" Panl Where is Pan ? " 

For a moment Otto stood rooted to the spot, believing him- 
self in all truth surrounded by the rural gods of antiqoi^. 
He stared at the scene before him as on some strange sorcery. 
But suddenly a suspicion rushed upon him that he was be- 
trayed, either to be made the jest of a company of carnival's 
revellers, or, perhaps, the object of vengeance of the Senator 
(H Rome. 

Garing round with a quick fear in his heart, at finding him- 
self thus completely surrounded, and meditating whether to 
attempt a forcible escape, he was startled by the shrill shri^ 
of sylvan pipes and attended by a riotous company of la^rs, 
Pan on his goat-legs hobbled into the grotto, the satyrs jda^ng 
a wild march on their oaken reeds. 

" Silence I Where is the guil^ nymph who has lured the 
mortal hither ? " shouted the sylvan god, 
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"BgeiUI Egeiial " resounded ntmuioiu ticeruing Ttnces. 

" At tliioe old tricks again luring wisdom whither it should 
least come ? " questicoied Pan, severe^. " Tee, hide thyself 
in tl^ blushing wavesl But the mortal, — where is he 7 " 

"Here I Here I" exclaimed tin nymphs with ime vcdce. 
** Had it been old Silenus or one of bis satyrs, — we had not 
wondered." 

" The King! the KingI " resounded on all sides amidst a 
general outburst of laughter. 

Otto became more and more convinced that the scene had 
been enacted to mock him, and though he did not understand 
the drift of their purpose, at which Stephonia had doubtlessly 
connived, a cold hand seemed to clutch his heart. 

" bi very truth, you have the laughing rade of the jest," he 
turned to the Sylvan god. *" But if you will confront me with 
the nymph, I 'mil prove that at least we ought to share in equal 
punishment," Otto concluded his defence, endeavonrli^ to 
make the best of his dangerous portion. 

" This shall not be I " exclaimed a nymph near by. " Bring 
Um along and our queen shall judge him." 

Ere Otto could give vent to remonstrance, he found himself 
hemmed in by the shepherds with their spears. His doubts 
as to the ultimate purpose of the revellers seemed now to call 
for some imperative decision, but while he remembered the 
dismal legends of these haunts, bis lips still tingled with the 
ma^ fire of Stephania's kiss and it seemed impossible to him 
that she could really mean to harm him. Still he had grave 
misgivings, when suddenly a mocUng voice saluted him and 
into the cave strode Johannes Crescentlus, Senator of Rome, — 
apparratly from the valley without, a smiling look of welcome 
on his face. 

" Fear nothing, King Otto," he said jovially. " Your sen- 
tence shall not be too severe. Totir forfeit shall be light, if 
you will but discover and point out to us tiie nymjA who 
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Qfiorped Uie part of Egeria, Uiat ire may further address oor- 
selves to ber for ber reprehensible conduct." 

The feeUngs with which Otto listened to this beguiling and 
perhaps perfidious statement may be imagined. But he re- 
plied with great presence of mind. 

" It were a vain effort indeed to recognize one nymph from 
another in the gloom. Lead on then, unce it is the Senator of 
Rome who guarantees my immunity from the &te of 
Orpheus." 

Harching like a prisoner of war and surrounded by the 
shepherd spearmen, Otto affected to enter into the spirit oi 
the jest and suffered himself quietly to be bound with chains 
of ivy which tiie least effort could snap asunder. The mommt 
he stepped forth from the grotto his path was beset by a multi- 
tude of the most eztraordioary phantoms. The surrounding 
woods teemed with the wildest excrescences of pagan worship; 
statues took life ; every tree yielded ita sleeping Dryad ; strange 
melodies resounded in every direction; Nayades rose in the 
stream and laughingly showered their spray upon him. 'Mtti 
a cheerful hunting blast Diana and her huntresses appeared 
on an oveihanging rock and darted blunt arrows with gilded 
heads at him, until he arrived at an avenue of Ictfty elms, whose 
overarching branches, flligreed by the crimson after-glow d 
departing day, resembled the interior <^ a Gothic cathedral 
and formed a natural hall of audience fit for the rural divlnitiM. 
Bosquets oi orange trees, whose ivory tinted blossoms gleamed 
like huge pearis out of the dark green of tbe foliage, wafted an 
inezpresdbly sweet perfume on the air. 

The vista terminated in an open, semi-circular court, sur* 
rounded by terraces of richest emerald hue, in the midst of 
which rose an improvised throne. The rising moon shons 
upon it with a light, like that of a rayless sun, and Otto dis- 
covered that the terraces were thronged with a splendid court, 
assembled round a woman who occujded the thr<Hie. 
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As Hm prisoner approactied, environed by his grotesque 
captors, laughter as inextinguishable as that which shook the 
ancient gods of Olympus on a similar occasion, resounded 
among the occupants <rf the terrace. Continuing his forced 
advance, Otto discovered with a strange beating of the heart 
in the splendidly attired queen, Stephania, the wife of Cres- 
centiuB. 

A bodice of nlver-tissue confined her matchless form, 
which with every heave of her bosom threw iridescent gleams, 
and a diadem which shone as with stars, so bright weie its 
jewels, fiashed upon her brow. 

She looked a queen indeed, and but for the ivory pallor of her 
face it would have been impossible to guess tiiat she was in any 
way concerned with the object of the strange pageant, which 
now approached her throne. 

The sphinx-like countenance of the Senator of Rome seemed 
, to evince no very great enthusiasm in the frolic ; the invited 
guests appeared not to know how to look, and took their cue 
from the Lord of Gastol San Angelo. 

When Otto was at last brought face to face with Ms fair 
judge, his own pallor equalled that of Stephania, and Itoth 
resembled rather two marble statues than beings of flesh and 
blood. Stephania*s lips wen tighdy compressed, and when 
Pan recited his accusation, complaining of an attempt to pro- 
fane Us solitudes and to misguide one of his chastest njrmphs, 
so far from overwhelmhig the culprit with the laughing 
raillery of which she was mistress and an outburst of which all 
seemed to expect, Stephania was ^ent and kept her eyes fixed 
on tiu ground, as if she feared to raise them and to meet 
Otto's burning gaze. 

" Answer, King of the Germans," ni^ed Crescentius with 
a smile, " else you are losti " 

" The charges are too vague," Otto replied. " Let Pan, If 
he has any witness, of what has happened, allege particulars — 
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and if he does — by his crooked staff, even my accusexs shall 
acquit me widiout denial on my part." 

General mntterings and suppressed laughter followed this 
iriiijp'' ff'' defence, during which Stephania's countenance took 
all the pallid tints, which the return of his consdousoets and 
dignity had chased from Otto*s cheeks. 

But she did not think it wise to prolong the scene. 

" Siaoo the august offender," she said hastily and without 
lifting her long silken lashes, " cannot discover among my 
retinae the nymph who mticed him into the grotto, I pronounce 
this sentence upon him: * Let his ignorance be perpetual.' " 

Then she in^ted him to a Beat in the circle over which she 
predded and her gradousness ob^ously caused Otto's spirit! 
to rise, for, starting up, as it were, into new existence at the 
word, he took his station in a manner which enabled him to 
see Stephania's face and her glorious eyes. 

At ttie beck of her hand there now approached a band ai 
musicians and the effect of their harmonies beneath tiie hushed 
and now star-resplendent skies was inezpressihly delidoua. The 
dreams of Elysium seemed to be realized. These indeed eeemed 
to be the happy fields, in the atmosphere of which the de- 
lighted spirit was consoled for every woe, and aa Otto almost 
unwittingly gazed upon the woman before him, so passionate^ 
loved and to him lost for ever; as he marked the languid and 
melancholy which had stolen over her countenance, he could 
faardfy restrain himself from throwing himself and all he called 
his, at her feet. 

Emperor and Ung though he was, — the one Jewel he 
craved lay beyond the confines of his dominion. 

After tlie condusion (rf the serenade, Hie nymplis of Ste- 
pbania's retinue showered thdr flowers upon the s^van gods, 
who eagerly scrambled over them, when Stsphania started up, 
as from a dream. 

" How is Oils ?" she htirriedfy ezdalmed. " I still bM 
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my flowers ? And yon are tJl matched by the chances of the 
fragrant bloesoms ? But King Otto is Ukevise without his 
doe share, and so it would seem that fate would have him my 
companion at the collation awaiting us. Therefore, my lords 
and ladies, link hands as the flow'ry oracles direct. I shall 
foUow last with my exalted guest." 

Otto did not remark the quick glance which flashed betwecm 
Crescentius and his wife. The ladles aS Stephania's retinue 
immediately conformed to the expressed wish of the hostess 
by taking the arms of the cavaliers who had chanced upon 
their flowers. 

A number of pages, beautiful as capids, lighted flu way with 
torches which flamed with a perfumed lustre, and the proces- 
Bicoi moved anew towards the grotto, where, during their 
absence, a repast had been spread. But the lost couple had 
preceded them some twenty paces, eie Stsphania, without 
rai^g her eyes, took Otto's motionless arm. 

The memory of all that had passed, a natural feeling of 
embarrassment on both ddes, prolonged the silence between 
Oem. Stephanla doubtlessly fathomed his thoughts, for she 
smiled with a degree of timidity not snmingled with doubt, 
as she broke the dleuce. 

The qtiestlon, though softly spoken, came nrift as a dart 
and equally unexpected. 

" "Esn you ever loved. King Otto 7 " 

Otto looked up irith a start into her radiant face. 

He had anticipated some veiled rebuke for his own strange 
conduct, anytUng, — not this. 

He breaflied hard, then he replied: 

" Until I came to Rome, I never gazed on beau^ that won 
from me mote thi" the applause of the eye, which a statue or a 
painting, equally beautiful, might have claimed." 

She nodded dreamily. 

** I have heard It said that the bine-eyed, sunny-haired 
353 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

nuideos of yoor natlTe North inak« us Romang appear poor 
in your sight I '* 

"Not sol Tbs rad rose is not disctrdsd for tlw white. The 
contrast only heightens the beau^." 

" I have heard it said," Stephaoia continued, choodng a 
drcuitous path instead of the direct one her guesta had taken, 
" that you Teutons have ideals even, while you starve on bread 
and water. And I have been told that, were you permitted to 
choose for your life's companion the most beantiftU woman on 
earth, you would hie yourselves into the gray ages of the worid's 
dawn for the realization of your dreams. Has yonr ideal been 
realized, since yon have established your reddence in Rome, 
King Otto?" 

There was a brief pause, ttien he replied, lookfaig stiai^t 
ahead: 

" Love conies more stealtliily than light, of which even the 
dark cypresses are enamoured in your Italian noondays." 

" Tou evade my question." 

" What would you have me say ? '* 

She gave him a quick glance, which set his pulses to QirobUng 
wildly end sent Cbe hot blood seetiilng through his veins. 

** b your heart free, King Otto? '• 

A drear sense of desolation and loneliness came over the 
youdL 

" Free," he repUed almost inaudlbly. 

She gave a little, nervous laugh. 

" But how know you that, surrounded by such loveliness, 
as that which you have this very night wituessed in my drde, 
your hour may not strike at last 7 " 

Otto raised his eyes to those of ttie woman by his ride. 

" Fair lady, beautiful as Love's oracle itself, my heart is in 

little danger even from your fairest satellites. But mistake 

not my meaning. I am not insusceptible to the fever (rf the 

Oodsl Love I have sought under aU forms and guiaesl And 
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it I found it not, if I have listened to its richest eloquence as 
to some song in a foreign tongue, which my heart understood 
not, — it is not that I have lacked the soul for love. Love I 
found not, though phantoms I have eagerly chased in this 
troubled dream of life. What avails it, to contend with one's 
destiny ? And this is mine I " 

Stsphania laughed. 

" You speak like some hoary anchorite from the Thebaide. 
Truly, now I be^ to understand, why your chroniclers call 
you the ' Wonder-child of the World.* Lover, idealist, and 
(^nic in one 1 " 

"Nay — you wrong me I Cynic I am noti My mother was 
a princess at Greece. The fairest woman my eyes ever gazed 
upon — save one I Sba died in her youth and beauty, follo^ng 
my father, the emperor, into his early grave. I was left alone 
in the world, alone with the monks, alone in the great gloom 
of our tall and spectral ^es I The monks understood not my 
craving for the sun and the blue skies. The winter snows of 
Thuringia chilled my heart and froze my soul I I longed for 
Rome — I craved for the South. My dead mother's blood 
flows in my veins. Hither I came, braving the avalanches 
and the fever and tht wrath of the electors, I came, once more 
to challenge the phantoms of the past from their long forgotten 
tombs, to make Rome — what once she was — the capital of 
the earth. Rome's dream is Eternity I " 

Stephania Ustened in silence and with downcast eyes. 

Never had the ear of the beautiful Roman heard words like 
these. The illiteracy, vileness, and depravity of her own 
countrymen never perhaps presented itself to her in so glaring 
a contrast, as when ttirown into comparison with the ideal son 
erf the Empress Theophano and Otto H, of Saracenic renown. 
Ws words were like some strange muric, which flatters the 
aenses, that try in vain to retain their harmonies. 

There was a pause during which neither spoke. 
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Otto Qiought he felt the soft preBsnre of Stephania's arm 
against his own. 

" Yon epoke of one who alone might challenge the dead 
nnpress in point of fairness," the woman spoke at last and her 
▼(dee betrayed an emotion which she vainly strove to conceaL 
" Who is that one ? " 

" Why do you ask ? " 

" Theophano's beaaty was renowned. Even oar poets sing 
of her." 

*' I will tell yoo at some other time." 

" Tell me nowl " 

*' We are approaching the grotto. Your guests are w&lting." 

"Tell me nowl " 

" Crescentioi Is expecting as. He will be wondering at our 



" TeU me nowt " 

Otto Iveathed hard. 

" Oh, why do you ask, Stephanla, wbj do yon uk ? " 

" Who Is tlie woman ? " 

The question fell huskily from her lips. 

The answer came, soft as a zephyr that din as it passes: 

" Stephanla! " 

Qtdckening their steps they reached the grotto, without 
daring to face each other. The woman's heart throbbed as 
impetuously as that of tlie youth, as they found themselves 
at the entrance of the Grotto of Egeria in a blaze of light, 
emanating from innumerable torches artfully arranged among 
the stalactites, which dithised brilliant irradiations. The 
sumptuous dresses of the nobles and liarons blazed into view; 
the spray firom tlie fountain leaped up to a great height and 
descended In showers of liquid jewels of Iridescent hues. 

A collation of fruits and brines wooed the appetite of the 
guests on every hand. Sweet harmonies floated from tiie 
adjtdning groves, and, amidst a general buzz of delight and 
2S6 



D,8.t.Mb, Google 



THE GROTTOS OF EGERIA 

admiiatioii, Stephanla took her seat at ths festal board betwesn 
the Senator of Rome and the German king. 

The flower of beauty, wit and magnificence of the Senator's 
Roman court had been culled to grace tiaa festival, for there 
was no one present, who was not remarked for at least one of 
these attributes, some even by the union of all. The most 
beautiful women of Rome surrounded the consort of the 
Senator, who outshone them all. Bven envy could not deny 
her the crown. 

ITevertheless, and for the first time, perhaps, Stephanla 
■eemed to misdoubt the supremacy and power of her great 
beau^, and while she affected being absorbed In other matters, 
her eye watched with devouring anxiety evety glance of her 
exalted guest, whose feverish vivadousness betrayed to her 
bis inmost thoughts. 

The Senator's countenance was that of the Sjddnx of tiie 
desert. He appeared neither to see nor to bear. 

Otto meanwhile. In order to remove from his path the terrible 
temptation which he felt growing with every instant. In order 
to divert Eckhardt's attention, who he instinctively felt was 
watching his evety gesture, and to stifle any possible sus- 
picions, which Crescentius might entert^n, affected to be 
struck with die appearance of <me of Stephonla's ladles, who 
resembled her in stature and' in the colour of her hair. He 
Intentionally mistook her for the fairy in tlie grotto, laughingly 
challenging her acquaintance, which she as merrily' denied, 
declaring herself to be the wife of one of the barons present. 
But Otto would not be convinced and attached himself to her 
with a zeal, which brought on both many pointed jests on the 
port of the assembled revellers. 

Stephanla immediately observed the ruse, but as her eye met 

fiiat of the Senator, an unaccountable terror seized her. She 

turned away and pretended to join her guests in their merri' 

neat Among those present wen soom of the most 
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imagliiative and prolific minds of an age, otherwise iaA 
and Ulitoratfl, yet tlie brilliant play and conucatioas ot 
Stepbania's wit, the depth of some of the glittering remarks 
which fell from her lips, were not surpassed by any. At times 
she exhibited a tone of recklessness almost bordering on de- 
fiance and mockery, the lightning's power to scorch as well as 
to Illumine, but when lelap^g into what appeared her more 
natural mood, it was scarcely possible to resist the grace and 
seductlTeness of her manner. Even the doctrines, which half 
in gaye^, half in haughty acceptance of the character assigned 
to her on this evening, she promulgated, full of poetical epi- 
cureanism, fell with so sweet a harmony from her lips, that 
saints could not have irished them mended. 

Otto, meanwhile, continued to play his self-assigned part, 
but he lost not a dngle word or gesture of Stephania and his 
fervour towards his chosen partner rose in proportion with 
Stepbania's gayety. Bnt he did not fail to observe that her 
siren-smile was directed towards himself and his soul drank 
In the beams of her beauty, as the palm-tree absorbs the f errid 
suns of Africa, motionless with delight. 

While gayety and convivial enjoyment seemed at their 
height, Eckbardt strode from the grotto, unobserved by the 
revellers and entered a secluded path leading into the remoter 
regions of the park. Otto's predilection for the vrife of the 
Senator of Rome had escaped him as little as had her own 
seeming coquetry, and he had looked on In silence, until, 
seized with profound disgust, he could bear it no longer. 

What he had always feared was coming to pass. 

When the Romans could no longer venqtdsh their foes on 
the field of battle, fhey destroyed them with th^ women. 

The gardens which Eckhardt traversed resembled the 

fabled treasure-house of Aladdin. Every tree glistened with 

sparkling clusters of red, blue and green t^hts, every fiower- 

bed was bordered with lines and circles of iridescent globes, 
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■nd fb» ftnmtaiiu toned up splial coliitnns of amber, row 
and amethjrat epray against the transparent azure of the 
tummer skies, in which a lustrous golden moon shone full. 

But A madness seemed suddenly to have seized the reveUerB. 

No one knew whither Crescentius had gone. 

No one knew who was a dancer, a fiute-player, a noble. 

Sa^TS and fauns fell to chasing nymphs with shouting. 
EveiywheTB laughter and shouts were heard, whispers and 
panting breaths. Darkness covered certain parts of tite 
groves. Truly it was a long time, since anything similar hod 
been seen in Rome. 

Roused and intoxicated by the contaniinatio&, the fever had 
at last seized Otto. Rushing into the forest, he ran with the 
others. New flocks of nymphs tmrmed round him every 
moment. Seeing at last a band of maidens led by one arrayed 
as IHana, he sprang to it, intending to scrutinize the goddess 
more closely. They encircled Mm in a mad whirl, and,evidently 
bent upon making him follow, rushed away the next moment 
like a herd of deer. But he stood rooted to the spot widi wlldfy 
beating heart. 

A great yearning, such aa he had never felt before, seized 
him at that moment and the love for Stephanla rushed to his 
heart as a tremendous tidal wave. Never had she seemed to 
him so pure, so dear, so beloved, as in that forest of frenzied 
madness. A moment before he had himself wished to drink 
of that cup, which drowned past and present; now he was 
■eized with repugnance and remorse. He felt stifled In this 
unholy air; his eyes sought the stars, glimmering ttirough 
tbe interstices of the interwoven branches. 

A shadow fell across his path. 

He turned. Before him stood Eckhardt, the Margrave. 

" I have seen and heard," he spoke in response to Otto's 
questioning gaze. " King of the Oermans, I have enough of 
Rtnoe, enough (rf feasts, enough of ccmquests. I am stifling. 
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I cannot bnaHia In this accursed air. Command the nttun be- 
7<md the Alps. On these siren rocks your ahip will founder! 
Rome is no place for youl " 

Otto stared at the man as if be feared he had lost bis seaaet. 

" King of the Germans," Bckhardt continued, " on my 
knees I entreat you — at the risk of your displeaBure, — return 
beyond the Alps! See what has become of yout See irtut a 
woman has made of you, yon, the son of Ihe vanquisher of tiw 
Saracensl" 

He Btietebed out Us arms entreatin^y, as if to lead him 
away. 

Otto covered liis face with both hands. 

" And I love only her in the mde, wide world," he muttered. 

At this juncture a Ught, elastic step resounded on the granl 
path. 

Benilo stepped into the clearing. 

" Stephanla awaits Oie king In the pavillion." 

Eckhardt laid his bands on Otto's shoulders, straining hia 
eyes in silent entreaty hito those of the King. 

" Do not gol ** he begged. 

Otto winced, but the presence of Benilo caused him to ibake 
himself free of the Hargrave's restraining hand. 

" Stephania is waiting," he stammered. 

" Then you will not grant my request ? *' Eckhardt spoke 
with qidvc^g voice. 

" In Rome we live, — in Rome we die I " 

Taking Benilo's arm he hastened away, leavii^ Eckhardt 
to ponder over his prophetic words. 

For a moment the Margrave remained, strainiag his gaze 
after Otto's retreating form. 

His heart was heavy, — heavy to breaking. Dared he enter 
the arena against the Sorceress of Rome ? He laughed aloud. 

There are moments when the tragedy of our own life li 
almost wmwringi 
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CHAPTER VI 

BEYOND THE GRAVE 

CKHARDT turned to go, but he 
had barely moved, when, as if 
risen from tht earth, there 
stood before him the tall, veiled 
form of a woman, who whis- 
pered, flooding bis face with her 
burning breath: 

"I love youl Cornel Ho 
one will see osl " 
Eckhardt trembled in evei? 
limb. He would have known that voice, even if it had spoken 
to him from the depths of the grave. The heavy veil which 
shrouded the woman's face prevented him from scrutinlang 
her features. 

'* Who are you ? " he stammered, just to say something. 
Smft as thought she threw her arms round him, but to 
recede as swiffly. 
"Hurry! See how lonely it is I I love youl Gomel" 
" Who are you ? " 
" Can you not guess ? " 

He stretched out his arms toward her, but she gambolled 
before him, as a butter^, flitting from flower to flower. 

"Night of Love — night of madness," she whispered. 
" To-night, if you but will it, the secret is yoursi " 

Her voice thrilled him through and through. The 
perfume of the Poppy-flower sank benumbing into 
Us heart. It was her voice, — it waa her form, — was 
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It but a moddng phantom, — what was it? Agabi she 

approachsd biin. 

" Lift tiu veil! " aba spoke in a voice of command. 

With trembling hand he started to obey, when Ihe leaves of 
the nearest myrtle-bush began to rustle. 

Sckhardt heard nothing, saw nothing. 

As Benilo stepped into the moonlight, the appariti<ni vanished 
like a dream phantom, but from the distance her laugh was 
heard, strange in some way, and ominous. 

Sckhardt rushed after the fading vision like a madman. 

Would it mock him for ever, wherever he was, wherever he 
wnit? 

How long he had followed it, in headlong, breathless pursuit, 
as on that fateful eve, irtien it had lured him from the altars of 
Christ, he knew not. When he at last desisted from die mad 
and fruitless chase, he found himself at the base of the Capito- 
line Hill. Here were scattered the ruins of the old Mamertine 
prisons, once a series of cells rising in stages against the rock 
to a considerable height. Here were the baths of Mamertius, 
where Jugurtha, the ITumidian, was starved. There Simon Bar 
Gioras, the Jew, was strangled, he, who to the last maintained 
the straggle against the victorious son <rf Vespasian. Jn the 
cell to the right Appius Claudius, the Triumvir, was said to have 
committed suicide. Another cell leifichoed from the clangour 
of the chains of Simon Petrua. It was not a region where men 
tarried long, and few relished the fare of the low taverns, which 
were strung along the gray wall of Servius TuUins. For weird 
and dismal wails were at times to be heard in clear moonlight 
nights, and die region of the Capitoline Hill, cut by the old 
Gemonian stairs, was In ill repute, as in the days of Republican 
Rome. 

He had not gone very far when he found himself before 
the entrance of a cavern, and Eckhardt's attention was caught 
by a strange red glow as from some fire within. Am he gazed 
26a 
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it died out, and he was left in donbt, wliether It was an Uliuloa 
of his inu^aution, or soaie phenomeaon pecnllar to tlie spot. 
Hie prisonen of the Roman state weie no l<mger convened 
hlUier for sofe-lceeiHiig, but confined in the dismal dimgeons 
of Torre dl Hona and Corte Savella. The glimmer he had seen 
could not therefore emanate from the cell of some unfortunate, 
here awaiting his sentence. Vainly he strained his gaze. 
All was darhness agom within, and although the moon waf 
high In a clear sky, set with Innumerable stars, Qieir distant 
glimmer could not penetrate the murky depths. 

Eckhardt waited some minutes and the glimmer reappeared. 
What urged him onward to explore the cause oS the strange 
light he could not have told. Still he dared not venture into 
the gloom widiout die aid of a torch. Quickly resolved he 
retraced his steps towards the few scattered houses, near the 
ancient wall, entered a dimly lighted, evil-smelling shop, 
purchased torch and flints and returned to the entrance of 
the cavern. 

After lighting his torch he entered slowly and carefully, 
marlring every step he took in the dust and sand, which covered 
the ground of the cave. The farther he advanced the more 
singular grew the spectacle which greeted his gaze. 

The cavern was of great extent, composed of enormous 
masses of rocks, seemingly tossed together in chaotic confusion, 
and ^ttenng all over in the blaze of innumerable irradiations, 
as with serpents of coloured hght, so singulaily brilliant and 
twisted were the stalactites which clustered within. There 
was one rock, in which a stnmg effort of the imagination 
might have shaped resemblance to a crucifix. Fastened to 
this by on iron rivet, a chain and a belt round his waist, lay 
the form of a man, apparentiy in a deadly Bwo<m, be if ex- 
hausted from the strug^ against the massive links. Some 
embers still burned near the prisoner and had probably been 
the means ci attracting Eckhardt's attention. 
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Startlod by the itruige ^ht wUch encountered his gaze, 
Eckhardt eagerly Burveyed the person of the prisoner. He 
appeared a man who had passed his prime, and his frame 
betokened a scholar rather than an athlete. EQs head being 
averted, Eckhardt was not able to scan his features. 

At first Eckhardt was inclined to attribute the prisoner's 
plight to an attack by oaUaws who had stripped him, and 
then, to secure secrecy and immunity, had left him to his 
fate. But a second consideration staggered this presumptitHi, 
for as he raised his torch above the man's head, he discovered 
the tonsure which pioclaimed iiim a monk, and what bandit, 
ever so desperate, would perpetrate a deed, which would consign 
his soul to purgatory for ever more 7 Beades, wtiat wealth 
had a friar to tempt the avidity of a bravo 7 

Vainly puzzling his brain, as to the prohtiblt authorsUp of 
a deed, as dark as the identity of the hapless creature, thus 
secuiety fettered to die stone, he looked round. There was 
no vestige of drink or food; perhaps the man was starred and 
slowly expiring in the last throes of exhaustion. His breath 
came in rasping gups and the short-cropped raven-blue hair 
slightly tinged with gray heightened the cadaverous tints <A 
the body, which was of thb colour of dried parchment. 

The sudden flow of light, which flooded his eyes, perhaps 
long unaccustomed thereto, caused the prostrate man to writhe 
and to start from his swoon. His eyes, deeply sunk in their 
sockets, and flashing a strange delirious light, stared with awe 
and fear into the flame of the torch. 

But no sooner had be encountered Eckhardt's gaze than he 
uttered a cry of dismay and would have rela^ned into his 
swoon, had not the Uargrave grasped him by ttie shoulder 
in an effort to support the weak, tottering body. But the cry 
had startled him, and so great was Eckhardt's dismay, that 
his flngers relaxed their hold and the man fell back, striking his 
head against the rock. 
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" I taxt dying — fetch me some water," he begged pitftoosty 
and Eckh&rdt stepped outside of the cavern and filled his helmet 
from a well, whose cryatnl stream seemed to pour from the 
fissures of the Tarpeian rock. This he carried to the hapless 
wretch, raising his head and holing It to his Ups. The prisoner 
drank greedily and stammered his thanks in a manner as if 
his tongue had swollen too big for Us mouth. 

There was a breathless silence, then Eckhardt said: 

" I have sought you long — eveiywhere. How came you 
hi this plight 7 " 

The monk looked np. In his eyes there was a great fear. 

" Pity — pity I " he muttered, vainly endeavouring to raiee 
himself. 

Eckhardfs stem gaze was his sole reply. 

The ensuing silence seemed to both an eternity. 

The monk could not bear the Margrave's gaze, and had 
closed his eyes. 

" What of (Hnevra 7 " 

Slowly the words fell from Eckhardfs lips. 

The monk groaned. His limbs writhed and strained against 
the chains that fettered him to the rock. But he made no 
reply. 

" What of Ginevra ? " Eckhardt repeated huzorably. 

Still there came no answer. 

Eckhardt stooped over the prostrate form like a spirit of 
vengeance descended from on high and so fiercely burned his 
gaze upon the monk that the latter vainly endeavoured to 
turn away his face. He could feel those eyes, even ttiough his 
own were closed. 

" Tou stand in the shadow of death," Eckhardt spoke, 
"Tou frill never leave this cavern alive I Answer briefiy 
and truthfully, — and I irill have your body contigned to 
consecrated earth and masses said for your soul. Remain 
obdurate and rot when you lie, till the trumpet blast of 
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resumctian day chases the woimi from their loathsome 
feast I" 

The dying man answeied irith a groan. 

" What (tf Giuevra 7 " Bckhardt questioned for the third 
time. 

The monk breathed hard, A tremor shook Ids Umbs as he 
gasped: 

" Ginevra — lives." 

Eckhaidt's hands went to his head. He closed bis eyes in 
mortal agony and for a moment nothing but his heavy breath- 
ing was to be heard in the cavern. When he again looked 
down upon the prostrate man, he saw his lips turn purple, saw 
the film of death begin to cover his eyes. How much there 
was to be asked. How brief the timel 

" Toa chanted the Requiem over the body of Ginevra, know- 
ing her to be among the living ? " 

The monk nodded feebly. 

Eckhardt's breath came hard. His breast heaved, as if it 
must burst and his band shook so violently that some Ot the 
hot i»tch from the taper struck the prisoner on the shoulder. 
He writhed with a groan. 

" What prompted the hellish deceit ? " Eckhardt continued. 
" Did she not have my love 7 " 

The monk shook his head. 

" It was not enough. It was not enoughl " 

" What more had I to give 7 " 

*' Marozia's inheritance — the emperor's tomb I " 

" Marozia's inheritance 7 " Eckhardt repeated, like one In a 
dream. " The emperor's tomb 7 What madness is this ? 
She never hinted at a wish unfulfilled." 

" She asked you never to lift the veil from her past I " 

The monk's words fell like a thunderbolt on Eckhardt's 
head. 

" How came you by this knowledge ? " be questioned aghast 
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" Give me Bome water — I am choking," gasped the monk. 

Again Eckhardt held ttie helmet to his Ups, while he prayed 
that the spark of life might remain long enough in that en- 
feebled body, to clear the mysteiy, at whose brink he stood. 

The monk drank greedily, and when his thirst seemed 
appeased the water ran out of the comers of his month. He 
again relapsed into a swoon; he heard Eckhardt's questions, 
but lacked strength to answer. 

Stooping over him, Eckhardt grasped him by the shoulder 
and thook him mercilessly. He must not die, until he knew 
aU. 

A tenfble certainty flashed through his mind. 

This monk knew what was to him a seven times sealed book. 

He had repeated to him fflnevra's wish, — now, nor heaven 
Qor hell should turn him from his path. 

" I thought, — Marozia's descendants were all dead," he 
said, fear and hesitation in Ids tones. 

The monk feebly shook his head. 

" One lives, — ttie deadliest of the flock." 

A chill as of death seemed to benumb £ckhardt*s limbs. 

" One lives," he gasped. " Her name ? " 

Delirium seemed to have seized ttie invstrate wretch. He 
mumbled strange words while his flngers were digging into 
the sand, as if he were preparing his own grave. 

" Her name I " thundered Eckhardt into the monk's ear. 

The latter raised himself straight up and stared at (he Mar- 
grave with dead, expressionless eyes. 

" In ttie world, Ginevra, — beyond the grave — Theodora) " 

" Theodora I " A groan broke from Eckhardt's lips. 

*' And is thu her work ? " 

He pelted to the monk's chains, and ttie iron rivets driven 
into the rocks. 

The monk shook his head. The spark of life flickered up 
once more. 
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" FiTO days without food, — without water, — left hen to 
perish — by a villain — whom the Ughtoings of heaven may 
blast — the betrayer of God and of man, — I am dying, — 
nmember, — burial — masses — " 

The m<mk fell bach with a gasp. The deatti-rattle was in 
Wm throat 

Eckbardt knelt by his side, raised his head and tried to stem 
the fleeting tide of life. 

" Hia nHTiH> I TTin natnn I " hg ghrioked, "'■'t with fear, 
anguish and despair. " His name I Oh God, let him live but 
long enough for that, — his name ? " 

It was too late. 

The spaift of life had gone out The murderer of Gregory 
stood before a higher bar of judgment. 

There was a long silence in the rock caves under the Go- 
monian Stairs, ffothing was to be heard, save the herd breaUi- 
Ing of the despairing man. He saw it all now, — all, but the 
instigator, the abetter of the terrible crime against him. If 
Ginevra waa indeed the last link in that long chain of infamy, 
wliich had held its high revels in Castel San Angelo during tlie 
past decades, she could never hope to come into her awn irith- 
out some potent ally. The thought lay very near, that she 
might be intriguing in this veiy hour to regain the lost power 
of Harozia. But a second consideration at least staggered this 
theory. It rattier seemed as if ttie man on whom she had relied 
for the realization of her terrible ambition had deceived her, 
after he had made her his own, — or had in some way failed 
to keep his pledge, — until, in the endeavour to find the sup- 
port she required, she had sunk from the arms of one Into 
fliose of another. 

A wild shriek resounded through the cavern. 

Eckbardt trembled at the sound of his own despair. 

Like a caged, wild beast be paced up and down in tiie dart:- 
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The torch had fallen from his grasp and continued to glimme r 
on the Band. 

Had it lain within his power he would hare shaken down 
the mighty rock over his head and buried himself with the 
hapless victim chained to ttie stone. 

In vain ha tried to order his chaotic thoughts. 

Monstrous deception she had practised upon him I 

All her endearments, all her caresses, her kisses, her whisper- 
ings of love, — were they but the threads of the one vast fabric 
of alio? 

It seemed too monatroos to be true; it seemed too nunutrotts 
to grasp! 

And all for what ? 

The fleeting phantom of dominion, which must vanisli as 
it came — unsatisfled. 

How long he remained thus, he knew not. His torch had 
well nigh burnt down when at length he roused himself from 
his deadly stupor. Groping his way to the entrance of tiie 
cave, he stepped into the open. 

Uke one dazed he returned to his palace. 

But he could not sleep. 

Profotmd were the emotions, which were awakened In his 
bosom, as he set foot within his chamber. Scenes of other 
days arose before him with the Tividness of reality. He beheld 
himself fgti'n in the full t^out of manhood, ardent, impas- 
donod, blessed with the hand of the woman he loved and 
anticipating a clowUess future. He beheld her as she was 
when he first caUod her his own, young, proud, beautiful. 
Her accents were those at uidearment, her looks tenderness 
and love. They smote him now like a poniard's point driven 
to his very heart. He did not think lu could have borne a 
pang BO keen and live. 

Wl^, — he asked in despair — could not the past be re- 
called or for ever cancelled 7 Why could not men live tiielr 
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loves over again, lo repair, what they might have omitted, 
neglKted and regain their lost happiness ? 

Presdng bis hands before his eyes, lie tried to shut out tlie 
beautiful, agonizing vidon. 

It could not be ezcluded- 

Staggeiing towards a chair, he sanli upon It, a piey to 
unbearable anguish. Avenging furies beset him and laahed 
him with whips of steel. 

He could not rest. He strode about the room. He even 
thought of quitting the house, denouncing liimaelf as a mad- 
man for having come here at all. But where was he to go ? 
He must endure tlie tortures. Perhaps tbqr would subside, 
little hope of it. 

He walked to the fire-place. The air of autumn was diiU 
without. The emben, still glowing with a crimson reflection, 
liad sunk in the grate. Aye — there he stood, where he bad 
stood yean ago, and oh, how unlike his former aelfl How 
different in feeling! Tlien he had some youth left, at least, 
and hope. ICow he was crushed by the weight of a mystery 
which haunted him night and day. Could he but quit Rome I 
Could he but induce tlu king to return beyond the Alps. 
Uttle doubt, that under the immense gray sky, which formed 
so fitting a cupola for his grief, liis soul might find rest. Hen, 
with the feverish pulses of life beating madly round him, hen, 
vegetating without purpose, witiiout aim, he felt lie would 
eventually go mad. He had inhaled the pdson of the poppy- 
flower: — he was doomed. 

Eckhardt did not attempt to court repose. Sleep was out of 
the question In his present wrought-up state of mind. Then 
wherefore seek his couch until he was calmer 7 

Calmer 1 

Could he aver be calm again, till his brain had ceased to 
woik and his heart to beat ? Should he ever know profound 
repose until he slept the sleep of deatti ? 
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Tet what was to insnre him rest even within the tomb ? 
Hight he Dot encounter her in the beyond, — a thing apart 
from bim ttirough all eternity 7 During the brief period while 
ha had cherished the thought of disappearing from the world 
for ever, be had pondered over many problems, which neither 
monk nor philosopheis had been able to Bolve. 

Could we but know what would be our lot after death I 

There was a time, when he had rebelled against the thought 
that our footsteps are filled up and obUterated, as we pass on, 
like in a quicksand. 

There was a time, he could not bear to think, that yesterday 
was indeed banished and gone for ever, — that a to-morrow 
must come of black and endless night. 

And now he craved for nothing more than annihilation, 
complete unrelenting annihilation. He knew not what he 
believed. He knew not what he doubted. He knew not what 
he denied. 

He was on the verge of madness. 

And the devil was busy in his heart, suggesting a solution 
he had hitherto shuimed. The thought filled him with dread, 
tossing him to and fro on a tempestuous sea of doubt and yet 
ptnnting to no other refuge from black despair. 

He strove to resist the dread suggestion, but it grew 
upon him with fearful force and soon bore down all oppo- 
dtion. 

If all else failed — why not leap over the dai^ abyss 7 

A dreadful calm succeeded his agitation. It was vain to 
puzzle hia brain with a solution ci the problem which con- 
fronted him, a problem which mocked to scorn his efforts and 
his prayers. 

He closed his eyes, vainly groping for an escape from the 

dreadful labyrinth of duubt,and sinking deeper and deeper Into 

rumination. Nature at last asserted her rights, and he fell 

into fitful, uneasy slumbers, in which all the misery of his life 
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seemed to sweep afresh through hie heart and to uproot the 
remotest depths of his tortured soul. 

When Eckhaidt woke from hia stupor, the gray dawn was 
breaking. As he started up, a face which had appeared against 
the window quickly vanished. Was it but part of his dream 
or had he seen Benilo, the Chamberlain 7 
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CHAPTER VII 

ARA COBLI 

T was not tiU late that night, 
that Otto found himself alone. 
He had at last withdrami from 
the maddening revelry. Silence 
was falling oo the streets of 
Rome and the dimness of mid- 
night upon the sky, through 
which bhidng meteon had torn 
their brilliant fnrrowv. After 

dJB mi Bffirg his attendantsi the 

■on of Theophano sat alone in the lonely chamber of his palace 
on ttie Aventine. A sense of death-like desolation had come 
over him. Never had the palace seemed so vast and so silent. 
And he — he, the lord of it all — he had no loving heart to 
tnm to, no one, that understood him with a woman's intuition. 
The waves of destiny seemed to close over him and the circum- 
stances of his past rose poignant and vivid before his fading 
right. 

But uppermost In his soul was the certainty that he could 
not further behold Stephanla wiUi impunity. When he re- 
recalled the meeting in the Hinotaurus and the subsequent 
events of the evening, he lost all peace of mind. What ttien 
would be the result of a new meeting ? What would become 
of him, should he thereafter find himself unable to contain his 
passion in darkness and in rilence ? Would he exhibit to the 
world the ridictilous spectacle of an insane lover, or would he, 
by some unheedfol action, bring down upon himself the dis- 
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dainhil pity of the woman, unable as he was to resist the 
vertigo ot her fasdnatioa 7 

He gazed out into the moonlit night. The ancient monu- 
ments stood out mournful and deserted as a line of tombs. 
The city seemed a grav^ard, and himself but a disembodied 
ghost of the dead past. 

Gradually the hour laid its tranquillizing hush upon him. 
By degrees, with the dim light of the candles, he grew drowsy. 
Bis mental images became more and more indistinct, and he 
gradually drifted away into the land of dreams. After a time 
he was awakened by a light that shone upon his face. StartLng 
up, Otto was for a moment overcome by a strange sensation 
of faintoess, which vanished as he gazed into the face of 
Benilo, whom his anxiety had carried to the side of the King 
after having in vain searched for him among the late levelleis 
on the Capitoline hill. 

Otto smiled at the expression of anxiety in the Roman's face. 

" Twas naught, save tliat I was weaiy," he replied to 
Benilo*8 concerned inquiry. " Tis many a week dnce we 
revelled so late. But perchance you had best leave me now, 
that I may rest." 

Benilo withdrew and Otto fell into a fitful slumber filled 
with hazy vlsionB, in which the persons of Crescentins and 
Stephania were strangely mingled, meltiDg rapidly from one 
Into the other. 

He slept later than usual on the following day. When ttis 
shadows of evening began to fall over the imdulating expanse 
of the Roman Campagna, Otto left the palace on the Aventine 
by a postern gate. This hour he wished to be free from all 
affairs of state, from all intru^ons and cares. This hour he 
wished fitly to prepare himself for the great work of his life. 
In ttie dreamy solitude he would question his own heart as to 
his future course with regard to Stephania, 

The evening was serene and fair. The brick skeletons of 
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archM, vkults and walls glowed fiery In the rays of the dnking 
sun. Among olives and acanthus was heard ttie bleating of 
sheep and the chirrup of the grasshopper. 

Otto descended the tangled foot-patti on the northern slope of 
fbe Aventine, not fai from the gardens of Capranica, and soon 
reached (he foot of the Capitoline hill, the ruins of tba temple 
ci Satumus, the place where in the days of glory had stood the 
ancient Forum. From the arch of Septimius Severus as far as 
the Flanan Amfdiitheatre the Via Sacra was fianked mth 
wretched hovels. Their foundations were formed of fragments 
of statues, of the limbs and torsos of Olympian gods. For 
centuries the Forum had been a quarry. Christian churclies 
languished on the ruins of pagan shrines. Still lofty columns 
soared upward through the desolation, carrying sculptored 
architraves, last traces of a vanished art. Here a feudal 
tower leaned against the arch of Titus; beside it a tavern 
befouled the fallen columns, the marble slabs, the half defaced 
inscription. Behind it rose the arch, white and pure, less 
shattered than the remaining monuments. The sunlight 
streaming through it from the direction of the Capitol lighted 
up the bas-relief of the Emperor's triumph, the malodorous 
curls of smoln from the tavern appearing like clouds of incense. 

Otto's heart beat fast as, turning once more into the Forum, 
he heard the dreary jangling of bells from the old church of 
Santa Uaria Liberatrice, sounding the Angelus. It SMmed to 
him like a dirge over the fallen greataess of Rome. Half 
onconsdousty he directed liis steps toward the Coliseum. 
Seating himself on the broken steps of the Amphitheatre, he 
gazed up at the blue heavens, shining through the gaps in the 
CoHseum walls. 

Sudden flushes of crimson flamed up in the western horizon. 

Slowly the sun was sinking to rest. A pale yellow moon had 

sailed up from behind the stupendous arches of Constantine's 

BauHca, severing with her d^ a bed of clouds, transparent 
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and delicately tinted u Bea-ihelli. Tlie time colomiu in front 
of Santa Haria Liberatrice shone like phantonu in tlw waning 
light of evening. And the bell sounding the Christian Angelas 
geemed more than ever llhe a dirge over the forgotten Roma 
of the past. 

Wrapt in deep reveries, Otto continued upon his way. He 
had lost all sense of life tnd reality. It was one of those 
moments when time and the world seem to stand still, drifting 
away on those delicate imperceptible lines that lie between 
reality and dream-land. And the solitary rambler gave him- 
self np to tbe half painful, tialf delidons sense of being drawn 
in, absorbed and lost in infinite imaginings, when the Intense 
stillness around him was broken by the peals of distant con- 
vent bells, ringing with nlvery cleamess through the evening 
calm. 

Suddenly Otto paused, all his life-blood rushing to his heart 

At the lofty flight of stain, by which the descent is made 
from Aia Coeli, stood Staphanla. 

She had come out of tbe venerable church, fllled vrtth the 
devout impres^ons of the mass just recited. The chant stUl 
rang in her ears as she passed down the long line of uneven 
pillars, which we see to-day, and across the sculptured tombs 
set in tbe pavement which the reverential tread of millions 
has worn to smooth indistinctness. ITow the last rays of the 
sun flooded all about her, mellowing the tints of verdure and 
drooping foliage, and softening the outlines of the Alban hills. 

As she looked down she saw the German king and met his 
upturned gaze. For a moment she seemed to hesitate. The 
sunlight fell on her pale face and touched with fire the dark 
splendour of her hair. Slow^ she descended the long flight 
ctf stairs. 

They faced each other in silence and Otto had leisure to 
steal a closer look at her. He was struck by the touch <rf awe 
which had suddenly come upon her beauQr. Perhaps tiw 
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eveniiig light spiritualized her pure and lofty countuumcs, 
for as Otto looked upon her it seemed to him that she was 
transfonned into a being beyimi earthly c<HitaGt and his heart 
sank with a sense of her remoteness. 

Timidly he lifted her hand and pressed his Ups upon it. 

Silence intervened, a silence freighted with tiie weight of 
suspended destinies. There was indeed more to be felt between 
tliem, than to be said. But what mattered it, so the hour was 
tlieirs ? Tile narrow kingdom of to-day is better worth ruling 
than the widest sweep of past and future, but not more than 
once does man hold its fugitive sceptre. Otto felt the nearness 
of that penetrating sympathy, which is almost a ^t of dlvlna- 
tioo. The mere tiiought of her had seemed to fill the air with 
her presence. 

Steadily, searchingly, she gazed at the thoughtful and earnest 
countenance of Otto, then she spoke mth a touch of domineer- 
ing haoghtiness: 

" Why are you here ? " 

He met her gaze eye in eye. 

" I was planning for the future of Rome, — and dreaming 
of the past." 

She bent her proud head, partly in acknowledgment of his 
words, partly to conceal her own c<nifadon. 

" The past is buried," she replied coldly, " and tba future 
dark and uncertain." 

" And why may it not be mine, — to leTive that past ? " 

" No sunrise con renve (hat which has died lo the sunset 
glow." 

" Then you too despair erf Rome ever being more than a 
memory of her dead self ? " 

She looked at him amusedly. 

" I am living in the world — not in a dream." 

Otto pointed to the CapitoUne hill. 

" Yet see how beautiful it is, this Rome of the pasti " he 
377 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

ipoke irtth rapnned entlnuiuiiL ** b it not worth brtTiog 
the dsngen of the avHlanchei that thieatan to crush rider and 
horse — even the viath of your countiTmen, who see in tu 
but unbidden, unwelcome invadert ? Ah I Little do tbaj 
know the magic which draws us hither to their sunny shores 
from the gloom of our Northern forests I Llttts Oiey 
know the transformatioa this land of floweis works on fbe 
frozen heart, that yearns for your glowing, stm-tfaitad 
Tales I " 

" Why did yon come to Rome 7 " she questioned curtly. 
" To remind us of these trifles, — and Inddentally to dlgpo ss sM 
us of our tlme-hononred rights and power ? " 

Otto shook his head. 

" I came not to Rome to deprive the Romans of Uieir own, — 
ra^r to restore to them what they tiave almost fo r gotte n — 
their glorious past." 

" It is useless to remind those who do not wish to be ra- 
minded,** she replied. " The avalanche of centuries has long 
buried memory and ambition in those you are pleased to call 
Romans. Desist, I beg of you, to pursue a phantom which 
will for ever elude yon, and return beyond the Alps to your 
native land I " 

" And Stephania prefers this request 7 " Otto faltered, 
turning pale. 

" Stephania — ttie consort of the Senator of Rome." 

There was a pause. 

Through the overhanging branches glimmered the pale disk 
of the moon. A aott breeze stiired the leaves of the trees. 
There was a hushed breathlessness in die air. Fantastic, 
dream-like, light and shadows played on the majestic tide ot 
the Tiber, and all over the high summits of the hills mysterious 
shapes, formed of purple and gray mists, rose up and crept 
softly downward, windhig in and out the valleys, like wandering 
t^ts, sent on some hidden, sorrowful errand. 
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GazIdc op wlitfoUy, Stsplunla uw the look of pain in Otto'a 
(aca. 

** I uk what I han," she said aoftlj, " becaiwe I know the 
temper of my coimtrymen." 

" What would you make of me ?" he replied. " On this 
alone my heart is aet. Take It from me, — I would drift an 
aimless barque on the tide of time." 

She shook her head Init avoided his gaze. 

" Ton aim to accomplish the impossible. Crows do not 
feed on the li^g, and the dead do not rise again. Ahl How, 
if your miracle does not succeed? " 

Otto drew himself up to his full height. 

" Gloria Victis, — but before my doom, I shall prove worthy 
cf n^setf ." 

Suddenly a strange thought came over him. 

" Stepliania," lie faltered, " what do you want with 
me?^ 

" I want you to be frankly my foe," exclaimed iba beautiful 
irife ot Crescentius. " Ton must not pass by like this, with- 
out telUng me that you are. You speak of a past. Sometimes 
I Oiink it were better, if there had been no past. Better bum 
a corpse than leave it tmbuiied. All the frinids of my dreams 
are here, — their shades surround us, — in ^tAr company one 
grows afraid as among the shroudless dead. It is impossible. 
You cannot mean the annihilation of the past, you cannot 
mean to be against Rome — agtunst me I " 

Otto faced her, pale and rilent, vainly striving to speak. 
He dared not trust himself. As be stepped back, she clutched 
his arm. 

** Tell me that yon are my enemy," she said, with heart- 
broken challenge in her v(dce. 

** Stephanial ** 

" Ten me tbat yov bate me." 

** Stephanie — why do you ask it ? " 
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" To jtutify my own ends," she replied. Then she covered 
her face with her hands. 

" Tell me all," she sobbed. " I must know oU. Do 
yon not feel how near we are? Are you indeed afraid to 
speak? " 

She gazed at him with moist, glorious eyes. 

Striding up and down before the woman. Otto vainly groped 
for words. 

" Otto," she approached him gently, " do you believe in 
me?" 

" Can yon ask ? " 

" Wholly ? " 

" Wliat do you mean ? " 

" I thought, — feared, — that yon suffered from the same 
malady as we Romans." 

" What malady ? " 

" Distrust." 

There was a pause. 

" The temple is beautiful in the moonlight," Stephanla said 
at last. " They tell me you like relics of the olden time. ShaU 
we go there 7 " 

Otto's heart beat lieavily as by her side he strode down tin 
narrow path. They approached a little ruined temple, which 
ivy had invaded and ovemm. Fragments lay about in tlu 
deep grass. A single column only remained standing and its 
lonely capital, clear cut as the petals of a lily, was outlined in 
clear ulhouette against the limpid azure. 

At last he spoke — with a voice low and unsteady. 

" Be not too hard on me, Stephania, for my love of the 
world that lies dead around us. I scarcely can explain it to 
you. The old simple things stir strange chords within me. 
I love the evening more than the morning, autumn better 
than spring. I love all that is fleeting, even the perfume of 
flowers that have faded, the pleasant melancholy, the golden 
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faiiy-twiHgbt Remambrance haa more power over my soul 
than hope." 

" Tell me more," Stephania whiapered, her head Wfjit g 
back against the column and a smile plajing round her lips. 
" Tell me more. These are indeed strange aonnda to my ear. 
I scarcely know if I understand tbem." 

He gazed upon her with burning eyes. 

"No — no I Why more empQr dreams, that can never be? " 

She pitted in silence to the entrance ctf the temple. 

Otto held out both hands, to assist her in descending the 
sloping rock. She appeared nervous and uncertain of foot. 
Hurriedly and a^tated, anxious to gain the entrance she 
slipped and nearly fell. In the next moment she was caught 
up in his arms and clasped passionately to his heart. 

" Stephania — Stephanifl," he whispered, "I love you — 
I love yon I Away with every restraint I Let them slay me, 
if they will, by every death my falsehood deserves, — but let 
it be here, — here at your feet." 

Stephania trembled like an aspen in his strong embrace, 
and strove to release herself, but he pressed her more closely 
to him, scarcely knowing that he did so, but feeling that he 
held the world, life, happiness and salvation in this beautiful 
Roman. His brain was in a whirl; everything seemed blotted 
out, — there was no miiverse, no existence, no ambition, 
nothing but love, — love, — love, — beating through every 
fibre of his frame. 

The woman was very pals. 

Timidly she lifted her head. He gazed at her in speechless 
suspense; he saw as in a vision the pure radiance of her face, 
&e star-like eyes shining more and more closely into his. 
Then came a touch, soft and sweet as a rose-leaf pressed against 
his lips and for one moment he remembered nothing. Like 
Paris of old, he was caught up in a cloud of bliiLding gold, 
not knowing which was earth, which heaven. 
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For ft moment nothing was to be heard, save die haxd 
breatUng of these two, then Otto held Stephania off at an 
arm's length, gazing at her, his soul In his tjm. 

" Ton are more beantifol than the angels," he whispered. 

" The fallen angels," was her smiUng reply. 

Then with a quick, spontaneous movement she flung her 
bare arms round his neck and drew him toward her. 

" And if I did come toward ;on to prophesy glory and the 
fulfilment of your dreams 7 " she murmured, even as a 
sibyl. " Ton alone are aUve among tb» dead I What matten 
it tome that your love is liopeless, that ourwinggare seared? 
My love is all for the rejected I I love the proud and solitary 
eagle better than the stained vulture." 

He felt the fire of the strange insatiate kiss of lier lips and 
reeled. It seemed as If the Goddess of Love in the translucence 
of the moon, had descended, embracing him, mocking to scorn 
the anguish that consumed his heart, but to vanish again In 
the lunar shadows, 

" Stephania — "lie murmured reeling, drunk with the 
sweetness of her Ups. 

Never perhaps bad the beantifnl Roman bestowed oa mortal 
man such a glance, as now beamed from her eyes upon the 
youth. The perfume <tf her hair intoxicated his senses. Her 
breath was on his cheek, her sweet lips scarce a hand's breath 
from his own. 

Had Lucifer, the prince of darlcness, himself appeared at 
this moment, or Crescentius started up like a ghost from the 
gafdng stone floor, Stephania could scarcely have changed 
as suddenly as she did, to the cold impasdve rlgidify of 
marble. Folloiring the directLtm of her stony gaze, Otto 
beheld emerging as it were from the very rocks alwve him a 
dark face and mailed figure, which he recognized as Eckhardfs. 
Whether or not the Haigrave was consdous of having fbxia 
unwitting:^ interrupted an Interview, — if he had seen, bis 
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own instincts at ones nraalfld to him tbt danger ot his portion. 
Eckbardt'i countenanca won an ezpreBaitm of utter uncon- 
cern, as be passed on and vanished in the <tfiir)n»HHi. 

For a moment Otto and Stephanla gazed after bis retreating 
form. 

" He has seen nothing," Otto reassored her. 

" To-morrow," she replied, " we meet here again at tiie 
hour ot the Angeltis. And then," she added changing her 
ttme to one of deepest tenderness, " I irill test yoor lore, — 
your constancy, — your loyalty." 

They faced each other in a dead nlmce. 

" Do not go," he faltered, extending his hands. 

9ie slowly placed her own in them. It was a moment upon 
which hui^ the fate of two lives. Otto felt her weakness in 
her look, in the touch of her hands, which shivered, as they 
lay in his, as captive tdrds. And the long smothered ciy 
leaped forth from his heart: What was crown, life, glory — 
without level Why not throw it all away for a caress of 
that hand? What mattered all else 7 

But the woman became strong as he grew weak. 

" Go I " she said faintiy. " Farewell, — till to-morrow." 

He drooled her hands, his eyes in hers. 

Giving one glance backward, where Eckhardt had dis- 
appeared, Stephanla first began to move with hesitating steps, 
then seized by an irresistible panic, she gathered up her traiUng 
robe and ran preciidtately up tiie steep path, her fleeting form 
soon disappearing In the moonlight. 

Otto remained another moment, then he too stepped out 
into the clear moonlit night. In silent rumination he continued 
his way toward tbe Aventine. 

Past and future seemed alike to have vanished for him. 
Itme seemed to have come to a stand-still. 

Suddenly he Imagined that a shadow stealthily crossed 
bis path. He paused, turned — but there was no one. 
283 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

Calmly the itus ItxAed down upm him from the eziue 
vatilt of heaven. 

And like a spider in hJB web. Johannes Creecentios sat in 
Castal San An^lo. 
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CHAPTER Vni 

THE GOTHIC TOWER 

EEF qui«t reigned in the city, 
when a man, enveloped in a 
mantle, whose dimly shadowed 
form was outlined against the 
masdva, gray walls of Con- 
stantine's Baulica glided slowly 
and cautiously from among the 
blocks of stone scattered round 
its foundations and advanced to 
the fountain wl^ch then formed 
the centre of tht square, where ttie Obelisk now stands. There 
he stopped and, concealed by the obscurity of the night and the 
deeper shadows of tlie monument, glanced furtively about, as 
if to be sure that he was unobserved. Then drawing his sword, 
he struck three times upon the pavement, producing at each 
stroke light sparks from its point. This signal, for such it 
was, was forthwith answered. From- the remote depths <rf the 
ruins Uie cry (^ the screech-owl was thrice in succesuon re- 
peated, and, guided by the ringing sound, a second figure 
emerged from the wee^, which were in some places the height 
of a man. Obeying the signal of the first comer, the second, 
who was likflwise enveloped in a mantle, silently joined him 
and together they proceeded half-way down the Borgo Vecchio, 
then turned to the right and entered a street, at the remote 
extremity of which there was a figure of the liadonna with its 
lamp. 
Onward they walked with ra^dd steps, traversed the Borgo 
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Santo Sidiito and ft^owed the street Delia Lingara to where it 
opens upoD the church Regina Coeli. After having ptusuad 
their way for some time in silence they entered a narrow wind- 
ing path, which conducted them through a deserted valley, the 
silence of which was only broken by the occasional hoot of an 
owl or the fitful flight of a bat. In the distance could be heard 
the splashing of water from the basin of a fountain, half 
obscured by vines and creepers, from which a thin, translucent 
stream was pouring and bubbling down fiie IMndan hillsideB 
in the direction of Santa Trinita di Htmte. 

They lost themselves in a maze of narrow and little fre- 
quented lanes, until at last they found themselves before a 
gray, castellated building, half cloister, half fortress, ridng 
out of the solitudes of the Flaminian way, before which they 
stopped. Over the massive door were painted several skeletons 
in the crude fashion of the time, standing upright with mitres, 
sceptres and crowns upon their heads, holding falUng scrolls, 
with faded inscriptions in their bony grasp. 

The one, who appeared to be the moving sj^t of the two, 
knocked In a peculiar manner at the heavy oaken door. After 
a vrait of some duration they heard the creaking of hinges. 
Sowly the door swnng inward and closed immediately behind 
ttiem. They entered a gloomy passage. A number of owls, 
roused by the dim light from the lantern of the warden, began 
to fly screeching about, flapping their wings against the mils 
and nttering strange cries. After ascending three flights of 
stairs, preceded by the warden, whose appearance was as litfle 
inviting as his abode, they paused before a chamber, the door 
of which their guide had pushed open, remaining himself on 
Oa threshold, while his two visitors entered. 

" How is title girl 7 " questioned the foremost in a irtiiaper, 
to which the warden made whispered reply. 

Beckoning his companion to follow him, the stranger then 

passed into ttie room, which was dimly Illumined by the 
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flickering light of a taper. Throwing off his mantle, Eckhardt 
Burveyed with a degree of curiosity the apartment and its 
Bcan^ fomiflhings. Nothing could be more dreai; than the 
aspect of the place. The richly moulded ceiling was festooned 
with spiders* webs and in some places had fallen in heaps upon 
the floor. The glories of Byzantine tapestry had long been 
obliterated by age and time. The squares td black and white 
marble with which the chamber was paved were loosened and 
quaked beneath the foot-steps and the wide and empty fire- 
[dace yawned like the mouth of a cavem. 

Straining bis gaze after ttie harper who was bending over 
a couch in a remote comer of the room, Eckhardt was about 
to join him when Hczilo approached him. 

" Would you like to see 7 " he asked, his eyes full of tears. 

Eckhardt bowed gravely, and with gentle foot-steps they 
approached a bed in the comer of the room, on which tbate 
reposed the figure of a girl, lying so still and motionless that 
she might have been an image of wax. Her luxurious brown 
hair was spread over the pillow and out of this frame the pinched 
white face with all its traces of past beauty looked out in pitiful 
silence. One thin hand was turned palm downward m the 
coverlet, and as they approached the fingers began to work 
convulsively. 

Hezilo bent over her, and touched her brow with bis lips. 

" Little one," he said, " do you sleep ? " 

The girl opened her sightless eyes, and a faint smile, that 
illumined her face, making it wondrously beautiful, passed over 
her countenance. 

" Kot yet," she spoke so low Uiat Eckhardt could scarcely 
catch the words, " but I shall sleep soon." 

He knew what she meant, for in her face was already that 

look which comes to those who are going away. Hezilo looked 

down upon her in mience, but even as he did so a change for 

the worse seemed to come to the sick (^1, and they became 
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aware that tlie end had begun. He tried to force some wine 
between her lips, but she could not swallow, and now, instead 
of lying still, she continued tossing her head from side to side. 
Hezilo was undone. He could do nothing but stand at the head 
ot the bed in mute despair, as he watched the parting soul of 
his child sob its way out. 

" Attgiola — Angiola — do not leave me — do not go from 
me 1 " the harper cried in heart-rending anguish, kneeUng down 
before the bed of the girl and taking her cold, clammy hands 
into his own. Impelled by a power he could not reust, Eckhardt 
knelt and tried to form some words to reach the Most High. 
But they would not come ; he could only feel them, and he rose 
again and took his stand by the dying girl. 

She now began to talk in a rambling manner and with that 
strength which comes at the point of death from somewhere ; 
her voice was clear but with a metallic ring. What Eckhardt 
gathered from her broken words, was a stoiy of trusting love, 
of infamous wrong, of dastardly crime. And the harper shook 
like a branch in the vrind as the words came thick and fast from 
the lips (rf his d^g child. After a while she became still — 
80 still, that they both thought she had passed away. But she 
revived on a sudden and called out : 

" Father, — I cannot see, — I am blind, — stoop down and 
let me whisper — " 

" I am here litUe one, close — quite close to you I " 

" Tell him, — I forgive — And yon forgive him too — 
promise I " 

The harper pressed his lips to the damp forehead of his 
child but spoke no word. 

" It is bright again — they are calling me — Mother I 
Hold me up — I cannot breathe." 

Hezilo sank on his knees with his head between his hands, 
abakeo by convulsive sobs, while Eckhardt wound his arm 
round the dying girl, and as he lifted her up tiie spirit passed. 
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In the room there was deep silence, broken only by the harper's 
heart-reDding sobs. He staggered to his feet with despair in 
his face. 

" Slie said forgive 1 " he exclaimed with broken voice. 
" Han — yon have seen an angel die! " 

" Who is the author of tier death ? " Eckhardt qnestiooed, 
his hands so tightly clenched, that he almost drove the nails 
into his own flesh. 

If ever words changed the countenance of man, the Mar- 
grave's question transformed the harper's grief into flaming 
wrath. 

*' A devil, a flend, who first outraged, then cast her forth 
blinded, to die like a reptile," he shrieked in his mastering grief. 
" Surely God must have slept, while this was donel " 

There was a breathless hush in tlie death-chamber, 

Heulo was bending over the still face of his child. The dead 
girl lay with her hands crossed over her bosom, still as if cut 
out of marble and on her face was fixed a sad little smile. 

At last the harper arose. 

Staggering to the door he gave some whispered instructions 
to the individual who seemed to fill the office of warden, then 
beckoned nlently to Eckhardt to follow him and together they 
descended the narrow winding staiiB. 

" I will return late — have everything prepared," the harper 
at parting turned to the warden, who had preceded them with 
his lantern. The latter nodded gloomily, then lie retraced 
his steps within, locking the door behind him. 

Under the nocturnal starlit sky, Eckhardt breathed more 
freely. For a time they proceeded in silence, wliich the Mar- 
grave was loth to break. He had long recognized in the harper 
the mjrsterious messenger who in that never-to-be-forgotten 
night had conducted him to the groves of Theodora, and who 
he instinctively fett had been Instrumental in saving his life. 
Something told him that the harper possessed tlie key to the 
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torriUe myatery he bad in Tsin endeavoond to ftttiom, jet 
his thoughtB reverted enr and ever to Hu scene in the tower 
and to the dead girl Angioia, and he dreaded to break into 
the harper's grief. 

They had arrived at the place of the Capitol. It vas deserted. 
ITot a human being was to be seen among the ruins, which tlie 
seven-hilled ci^ still cloaked with her ancient mantle of glory. 
Dark and foreboding the colossal monimient ot the Egyptian 
lion rose out of the nocturnal gloom. The air was dear but 
chill, the starlight investing the gray and towering form ttf 
basalt with a more ghostly whiteness. At the sight of the dread 
memory from the mystic banks of the Nile, Eckhardt could not 
suppress a shudder; a strange oppresdon laid its benumUns 
hand upon him. 

Involuntarily he paused, plunged in gloon^ and foreboding 
Oioughts, when the toudi of the harper's hand upon bis 
shoulder caused him to start from his sombre reverie. 

Drawing the Ma^^ve into the sliadow of tlie pedestal, 
which supported the grim relic of antiquity, Herilo at last 
broke the silence. He spoke dtmty and with strained accents. 

'* The scene yon were permitted to witness this night has 
no doubt convinced you that I have a mission to perform in 
Rome. Our goal is the same, though we approach it from 
divergent pc^ts. They say man's fate is pre-ordained, ir- 
revocable, unchangeable — from the moment of his birth. 
A gtoomy fantasy, yet not a baseless dream. By a 
strange succession of events the thread of our destiny has 
been interwoven, and the knowledge which you would acquire 
at any cost, it is in my power to bestow." 

" Of this I felt convinced, since some strange chance brought 
us face to face," Eckhardt replied gloomily, 

" 'Twas something more than chance," replied fiie harper. 
" You too felt the compelling hand of Fate." 

" What of the awful likeness 7 " Eckhardt burst forth, 
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hardly able to nstndn himself at fiie maddening fiioiight, and 
feeling instinctively that he should at last penetrate the web 
of lies, though ever so finely spun. 

The harper laid a warning finger on his lips. 

" Ton deemed her but Ginevra's counterfeit ? " 

" fflnevral (^evial " Eckhardt, disregarding the haiper*s 
caution, exclaimed in his mastering agony. " What know yon 
of her? SpeakI Tell me all I What of her 7 " 

" Silence I " enjoined his companion. " How know we what 
these ruins conceal ? I guided you to the GroveB at the woman's 
behest. What interest could she have in your destruction ? " 

Eckhardt was supporting himself against the pedestal of 
the Egyptian lion, listening as one dazed to the liaiper's words. 
Then lie broke into a jarring laugh. 

" Which of us is mad 7 " he cried. " Wherein did I offend 
the woman? She plied but the arts of har trade." 

" You are speaking of Ginevia," repUed the harper. 

** Ginevra," growled Eckhardt, his hair bristling and his eyas 
flaming as those of an infuriated tiger while his fingeiB gripped 
the hilt of his dagger. 

"You are speaking of ^nevral " Qm harper repeated 
Inezorab^. 

With a moan Eckhardt's hands went to his head. His 
breast heaved; his breath came and went in quick gasps. 

" I do not understand, — I do not understand." 

" You made no attempt to revisit the Groves," said the 
harper. 

Eckhardt atn^ed his brow as if vainly endeavouring to 
recall the past. 

" I feared to succumb to her spell." 

" To that end you had been summoned." 

" I have since been warned. Yet it seemed too monstrous 
to be true." 

" Warned? By whom 7 " 
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" Cyprianus, the monk I " 

The harper's face turned livid. 

" Ro blacker wretch e'er strode the Btreets of Rome. And 
he confessed 7 " 

" A death-bed confession, that makes the devils laugh," 
Eckhardt replied, ttien he briefly related the circmnstances 
which had led him into the deserted region of the Tarpeian Rock 
and his chance discovery of the monk, whose strange tale 
had been cut short by death. 

" He has walked long in deatti's shadow," said the harper. 
" Fate was too kind, too merciful to the slayer of Gregory." 

There was a brief pause, during which neither spoke. At 
last the harper broke the silence. 

" The hour of final reckoning is near, — nearer than yon 
dream, the hour when a fiend, a traitor must pay the penalQr 
of his crimes, the hour which shall for ever more remove the 
shadow from your life. The task required of you Is great; 
you may not approach it as long as a breath of doubt remains 
in your heart. Only certainty can shape your unrelenting 
course. Had Glnevra a birth-mark 7 " 

Eckhardt breathed hard. 

" The imprint of a raven-daw on her left arm below the 
shoulder." 

Hezilo nodded. A strange look had passed Into his eyes. 

" There is a means — to obtain the proof." 

" I am ready I " replied Eckhardt with quivering lips. 

" If you will swear on the hilt of this cross, to be guarded by 
my coimsel, to let nothing induce you to reveal your identity, 
I will help you," said the harper. 

Eckhardt touched the proffered cross, nodding wearily. His 
heart was heavy to breaking, as the harper slow^ outlined his 
plan. 

" The woman has been seized by a mortal dread of her 
betrayer, — the man who wrecked her life and yottrs. No 
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qneatioDB now, — this Is oeithcr the hour or the place I la 
time you shall know, in time you shall be free to actl Acting 
upon my counsel, she has bid me summon to her presence a 
sooth-sayer, one Dom Sabbat, who dwells In the gorge between 
Mounts Teataccio and Aventine. To him I am to carry these 
horoscopes and conduct him to the Groves on the third night 
before the full of the moon." 

The harper's voice sank to a whisper, while Eckhardt listened 
attentively, nodding repeatedly in ^oomy silence. 

" On that night I shall await you in the shadows of the 
temple of Isis. There a boat will lie in waiting to convey us 
to the water stairs of her palace." 

The harper extended his hand, wrapping himself closer in 
bis mantel. 

"The third night before the full of the moon) " he saM. 
" Leave me now, I implore you, (hat I may care for my dead. 
Remember the time, the place, and your pledge I " 

Eckhardt grasped the proffered hand and they parted. 

The harper strode away in the direction of the gorge below 
Mount Aveutine, while Eckhardt, oppressed by strange fore- 
bodings, shaped his course towards his own batutation on die 
Caelian Mount. 

Neither had seen two figures in black robes, that lingered in 
the shadows of the Lion of Basalt. 

So sooner had Eckhardt and Hezilo departed, than they 
slowly emerged, standing revealed in the star-light ad Beniki 
and John of the Catacombs. For a moment they faced each 
other with meaning gestures, then they too strode off in the 
oi^w^te directions, Benllo following the harper on his singular 
ernmd, while the bravo fastened himself to the heels of the 
Margrave, whom he accompanied like his own shadow, only 
relinquishing his pursuit when Eckhardt entered the gloomy 
portals ot his palace. 
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THB 8NARB OF THE POWI^R 

HILE these eventB tamn^nd in 
Rome, a feveiuh activity pre- 
vailed in Castel San A&gelo. In 
day time the huge mausoleum 
pretented the same Bullen and 
forbidding aapect ai ever but 
without revealing a trace of the 
preparaticnu, which were being 
pushed to a close within. Under 
cover of night tlie breaches had 
been repaired ; huge balistae and catapults had been placed in 
position on the ramparts, and the fortress had been rendered 
almost impregnable to assault, as in the time of Vitlges, the 
Goth. 

Events were swiftly approaching the fatal crisis. White 
Otto languished in the toils <tf Stephania, whose society became 
more and more indispensable to him, while with pernicious 
flattery Benilo closed the ear of the king to the cries of his 
German subjects and estranged him more and more from his 
leaders, his country, and his hosts, while Eckhardt vainly strove 
to arouse Otto to the perils lurking in his utter abandonment 
to Roman councillors and Roman poUty, the Senator of Rome 
had introduced into Hadrian's tomb a sufficiently strong body 
of men, not only to withstand a siege, but to vanquish any 
force, however superior to his own, to frustrate any assault, 
however ably directed. While the German contingents re- 
mained on Roman soil he dared not engage his enemy in 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SNARE OF THE FOWLER 

a last death-grapple for the iapremacy over the Seven HUU, 
wUch Otto's war-worn veterans from fba banks of the Elbe 
and ^tula had twice wrested from him. The final draw In 
the great game was at hand. On this day the envoys of the 
Electors wonld arrive in Rome to demand Otto's immediate 
return to his German crown-lands, whose eastern borders were 
sorely menaced by the ever recnrring inroads of Poles and 
Magyars. In the event of Otto's refusing compliance with the 
Electoral mandate, Count Lodeger of the Paiatinate was to 
relieve Eckbardt of his command and to lead the German 
contingents back across the Alps. 

Bat It was no port of the Senator's policy to permit Otto to 
return. For while there remained breath in the youth, Some 
remained the Fata Horgana of his dreams, and Ciescentius 
remained the vassal of Theophano's son. He could never 
hope to come into his own as long as the life of that boy-king 
overshadowed his own. Therefore every pressure must be 
brought to bear upon the headstrong youth, to defy the Elec- 
toral mandate, to rebuff, to offend the Electoral envoys. Then, 
the great German host recalled, Eckhardt relieved of his com- 
mand. Otto isolated in a hostile camp, Stephania should cry 
the watchword for his doom. The inconsiderable guard re- 
maining would be easily vanquished and the son of Tbeo- 
phano, ntterly abandoned and deserted, should fall an easy 
prey to the Senator's schemes, a welcome hostage In the dun- 
geons of Castel San Angelo, for him to deal ^th according to 
the dictates of the hour. The task to urge Otto to this fatal 
step had been asdgned to Benilo, but Ciescentius was pre- 
pared for all emergencies arising from any unforeseen turn of 
affairs. He had gone too far to recede. If now he quailed 
before the impending issue, the mighty avalanche he had 
started would hurl him to swift and certain doom. 

Since that fateful hour, when in a moment of unaccountable 
weakness Ciescentius bad listened to Benilo's serpent-wisdom, 
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and had arrayed his own vife against the Oennan King, the 
Senator of Rome had Been but tittle of Stephania. The prepaxa- 
tions for the impending revolt of the Romans, in wboae fickle 
minds bis emissaries found a fertile soil for the seed of treason 
and discontent, engaged him night and day. He seemed present 
at once on the ramparts, in the galleries and in the vaults of 
his formidable keep. But when chance for a fleeting moment 
brought the Senator face to face with his cimsort, the mean- 
ing-fraught smile on the tips of Stephania seemed to assure 
him that everything was going well. Otto was lost to the world. 
Heaven and earth seemed alike blotted out for him in her 
presence. Together they continued to stroll amcmg the ruins, 
while Stephania poured strange tales into the youth's ear, 
tales which crept to his brain, tike the songs of the Sirens that 
lure the mariner among the crimson flowers of their abode. 
And Eckhardt despised tho Romans too heartily to fear them, 
and even therein he revealed the heel of Achilles. 

If the present day was gained, the Senator's diplomacy 
would carry victory from the fleld, and Benilo had well plied 
his subtle arts. Yet Crescentius was resolved to attend in 
person the audience of the envoys. He would with his own 
ears hear the King's reply to the Electors. IS Benilo had played 
him false 7 He hard^ knew why a lingering suspicion of the 
Chamberlain crept into his mind at all. But he shook himself 
free of the thought, which had for a moment clouded the future 
with its sombre shadow. 

As the Senator of Rtnne hurriedly traversed the galleries of 
the vast mausoleum, he suddenly found himself face to face 
with Stepliania. 

Her face was pale and her eyes revealed traces <rf tears. 

At the flnt words she uttered, Crescentius paused, surprise 
and gladness in his eyes. 

" We are well met, my lord," she said, after a brief greeting, 
an unwonted tremor vibrating in her tones. " I have sought 
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yoa in vain all tlie momlng. Release me from the task 
you have imposed upon met I cannot go on I I am not 
further equal to It. It b a game unworthy of you or 
mel " 

The surprise at her words for a mommt choked the Senator's 
utterance and almost struck him dumb. 

" Imposed upon 7 " he replied. " I thought you had accepted 
the mission freely. Is the boy rebellious 7 " 

" On the contraiy I Were he so, perhaps I should not now 
prefer tliis request. He Is but too pliant." 

" He has made your task an easy one," Crescentius nodded 
meaningly. 

" He has laid his whole soulbare tome; not athoughttheiain, 
ever so remote, which I have not soimded. I can not stand 
before him. Hy brow is crimsoned with the flush of shame. 
He gave me truth for a lie, — friendship for deceit. He de- 
serves a better fate than the Senate of Rome has deoMd for 
him." 

Crescentius breathed hard. 

" The weakness does you honour," he replied after a pause. 
" Perchance I should have spared you the task. I placed him 
in your hands, because I dared trust no one else. And now it 
is too late — too late I " 

" It is not too late," replied Stephania. 

Crescentius pmnted silently to the ramparts, where a score 
of xoaa were placing a huge catapult in position. 

"It is not too late I " she repeated, her cheeks alternately 
flushing and paling. " To-day, my lord informed me, the King 
stands at the RuUcm. To-day he must choose, if it is to be 
Rome, if Aix-la-ChapeOe. If he elects to return to the gray 
gloom at his northern skies, to the sombre twilight of his 
northern forests, let him go, my lord, — let him gol Huc^ 
nUsery will be dureby averted, — much heart-rending de- 
spair I " 

aw 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

Crescentiiis had listened in silence to Stepbania's pleading. 
There was a brief pause, during which only his heavy breathing 
was heard. 

" His choice is made," he replied at hut In a flim ttme, 

" I do not understand you, my lord I " 

The Senator regarded his wife with ringnlarly fixed fai- 
tentneas. 

" The toils of the fflren Rome are too firm to be anaj^ied 
asunder like a spider's web." 

She covered her face with her hands. Her breath came and 
went with quick, convulsive gasps. 

" It is shameful — shameful — " she sobbed. " Had I 
never lent myself to the unworthy task I How could you cm- 
ceive it, my lord, how could you? But it was not your counsel I 
Hay his right hand wittier, who whispered the thought into 
your earl " 

Ciescentius winced. He felt ill at ease. 

" Is it so hard to play the confessor to yonder winglBH 
cherub ? " he said with a forced smile. 

Stephania straightened herself to her full height. 

" When I undertook the shamelesB task, I beUeved the stm 
of Theophano a tyrant, en oppressor, his hands stained with 
the best of Roman Mood I Such your lying Roman chroniders 
bad painted him. I gloried in the thought, to humble a bar- 
barian, whose vain-glorious, boastful insolence meditated new 
outrages upon us Romans. Tet his is a purer, a loftier si^t, 
Ulan is to be found in all this Rome of youisl Were It not 
nobler to acknoiriedge him your liege, than to destroy him 
by woman's wiles and smiles 7 " 

" I cannot answer you on these points," Crescentius spoke 
after a pause, during which the olive tints of his countenance 
had faded to ashen hues. " I regard thoee dreams, vdiose 
mock-halo has blinded you, in a different light. It Is ttie 
iriie man who rules the state,— it is the dreamer who 
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dashes it to atoms. W« have gone too far I I could not 
release you, — even If I would I " 

Stephania breathed hard. Her hands were tightly clasped. 

" It can bring glory to neither yon, nor Rome/* she said in 
a pleading voice. *■ Let him depart in peace, ay lord, and I 
will thank you to my dying hourl " 

** How know you he wishes to depart 7 ** 

" How know you he wishes to remain ? *' 

" His destiny is Rome. Here he will Uve — and here be 
will die I " tlie Senator spoke with slow emphasis. " But we 
have not yet agreed upon the signal," he continued with cold 
and merciless voice. " After tlw departure of the envoys 
yon will lead the King into his favourite haunts, the labyrinth 
of the Hinotaurus, to the little temple of ITeptnne. There I 
will in person await bim. When you see the gleam of spear- 
points in tlie thickets, you will wave your kerchief with the 
ciy : * Tor Rome and Crescentius.' If o harm sliall befall the 
youth, — unless he resist. He shall have honourable conduct 
to Oie guest chamber, prepared for him, — below." 

And Crescentius pointed downward with the thumb of bis 
right hand. 

Stephania's boeom rose and fell in quick respiration. 

" I am not accustomed to prefer a request and be denied," 
she said proudly, her face the pallor of death. *■ Is this your 
last word, my lord ? " 

Crescentius met her gaze unflinchingly. 

" It is my last," he laplied. " Yet one choice remains with 
you: You may betray the King, — or the Senator of 
Rome! " 

He turned to go, but something whispered to him to stay. 
At that moment he despised himself for having Imposed upon 
his wife a task, against which Stephania's loftier nature had re- 
belled and he Inwardly cursed the hour which had ripened the 
wed and him, who had sown it. Goidng after Stephania*s 
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rstreating fonn, all the love he bore her surged up into 
bis heart as he cried her name, 

Aixested by bis voice, Stephania turned and paused for a 
moment swift as thought, but in that moment she seemed to 
read the very depths of his soul and the utter futility of further 
entreaty. Without a word she ascended the spiral stairway 
leading to the upper galleries and re-entered her own apart- 
ments, while with long and wistful gaze Crescentins followed 
the vanishing form of his wife. 

And it seemed as if the Senator's prophecy was to be ful- 
filled. At the reading of the Electoral manifesto, Otto had been 
snzed with an uncontrollable fit of rage. He had torn the 
document to shreds and cast its fragments at the feet of the 
Bavarian duke, who acted as spokesman for his colleagues, 
the dukes of Tburingia, Saxony and Westphalia. Neither the 
ai^uments of the Electoral envoys, nor the violent denunda- 
tions of Eckhardt, who aired his hatred of Rome in language 
never before heard in the presence of a sovereign, could stand 
before Benilo's eloquent pteading. On his knees the Chamber- 
lain implored the King not to abandon Rome and his beloved 
Romans. Vainly the German dukes pointed to the dangers 
besetting the re^m, vainly to the inadequate defences of the 
Eastem March. With a majesty far above his years, Otto 
declared his supreme will to make Rome the capita] <A the 
earth, and to restore the pristiae majesty of the Holy Roman 
Empire. Rome was his destiny. Here he would live, and here 
he would die. Rome was pacified. He reqidred no longer the 
presence of the army. Let Bavaria and Saxony defend their 
own boundaries as best they might; let the Count Palatine 
lead his veteran hosts across the Alps. He would remain. 
This his reply to the Electors. 

On the eve of that eventful day the German dukes departed, 
while the Coont Palatine proceeded to ^voli, to prepare the 
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gnat antuuoent for their winter inarch across the Alps. It 
had come to pass as Ciescentiiu bad predicted. The die was 
cast. Rome, the Sren, had conquered. 

Ln the night following these events, Rome in her Tarioos 
quarters presented a strange aspect of secret acttvit^. 

In the fortresses of tlie Cavalli and Caetani lights flitted to 
and fro tlirough the gratings in the main court. Benilo, the 
Chamberlain, might be seen stealing from the postem gate. 
Towards the ruins of the Coliseum men whose dress bespoke 
them of the lowest rank, were seen creeping from lanes and 
alleys. From these ruins at a later hour, glided again the form 
of the Grand Chamberlain. Later yet, — when a gray light 
is breaking in the east, the gates of Rome, by St. John Lateran, 
are open. Benilo is conversing with the Roman guard. The 
mountains are Hiwi vith a mournful and chilling haze when 
Benilo enters the palace oa the Aventine. 
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THE TBMPLB OP NBPTUNB 

HAKEff to the inmost depttis oi 
his soul by a stonn of fore- 
bodings, hope, fear and passion, 
Otto had shaken himself free 
^m the throng (rf flattering 
friends and courtiers and bad 
sought the solitude of his own 
chamber. He had dismissed the 
envoys of the Electors with the 
imalterable reply that he would 
not return to his gloomy Saxon-land. Let the Saxon dukes 
defend the borders of the realm, let them keep Poles and Slavs 
in check. His own destiny was Rome. Here he would live, 
and here he would die. Deeply offended, the German envoys 
had departed. The consequences might be far-reaching indeed. 
Tearing off his accoutrements and all itinignia of office and 
rank, Otto flung himself on his coach in solitary seclusion. 
All had been against him, — save Benilo. Bentlo alone under- 
stood him. Benilo alone encouraged the young king to follow 
out his destiny. Benilo alone had pointed ont that the earth 
might be governed from the ancient seat of empire without 
detriment to any of the nadons of the Holy Roman Empire. 
Benilo alone had demonstrated the necessity of Otto's presence 
in his chosen capital, whose heterogeneous elements would 
obey no lesser authority. 

Weary and torn by conflicting emotions be at last sank 
down before the image of Hary and prayed to the Kother of 
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Ood to goida his ttepe in the daifc wUdMiwn in which he 
fotmd himself entangled. Thos tnuuported out of himself 
f u beyond the vociferoiu pageant of that ezhansting day, Otto 
gave himself with all the mystical feironr of h^ Hellenic 
nature to visions of the f ature. 

Thus du evening approached. Long before the hour ap- 
p^nted he slowly bent bis steps towards the little bsmple of 
ITeptime, crowning the olive-clad summits of Mount Aventine 
and overlooking tlie vale of Egeiia and the meandering course 
of the Tiber. The donds above, beautiful with changing 
tanset tints, mottled the broken surface of the river with hues 
of braue and purple between the leaves of the creejrfng water- 
plants, which clogged the movement <tf the stream. On the 
river-bank fba rushes were starred with iris and ranunculus. 

The sun was declining in the horizon. A solemn stUlness, 
like the presage of some divine event, held the pulses of the 
universe. A soft rose crept into the shimmer of the 
water, cresting the summits of far off Soracti. The tran- 
sient, many-tinted Tories of tlie autumn sunset were reflected 
in opalescent lights on the waves of the Tiber, and swept the 
landscape in one dazzUng glow of gold and amber, strangely 
blending with tlie gold and russet <rf the autumn foliage. The 
floating smell of flowers invi^ble hovered on the air; a mystic 
yearning seemed to pervade all nature in that chill, melancholy 
odour, that puts men in mind of deatti. The soft masses ot 
leaves decayed caused a brushing sound under the feet of the 
lonely rambler. 

Round him in the sHent woods burnt the magnificent 
obsequies (rf departing summer. 

Ilre-flies moved through tlie embalmed air, like the torches 
of unseen angels. The late roses exhaled their mystic odour, 
and silentiy like dead bntterflies, here and there a wan leaf 
dropped fnmi the branches. 

At every step the wood became more lone^. It mi ai tm- 
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troubled by any sound as an abandoned cemeteiy. Birds 
there were faw, the shade of the laurel-grove being too dense 
andnoBongofthelrswas heard. A grasshopper began his shrill 
cry, but quickly ceased, as if startled byiti own voice. Insects 
alone were humining faintly in a last slender ray of sunlight, 
but ventured not to quit its beam for the neighbouring gloom. 
Sometimes Otto trended his path along wider alleys bordered 
by titanic walls of weird cypress, casting dark shade as a 
moonlesB night. Here and there subterranean waters mode the 
moss spongy. Streams ran everywhere, chill as melted snow, 
but silently, mth no tinlriing ripples, as if muted by the melan- 
choly of tia enchanted wood. Moss stifled the sound of the 
falling drops and they sank away like the tears of an unspoten 
love. 

For a moment Otto lingered among a tangle of elder-bushes. 
The oblique sun rays filtering through the dense laurel became 
almost lunar, as if seen through the smoke of a funeral torch. 

Along the edge of the rood goats were contentedly brownng 
and a rugged sun-bumt little lad with large black eyes was 
driving a flock of geese. Storm clouds lined with gold were 
rising in the North over the unseen Alps, and high up in the 
clear sky there burned a ^gle star. 

Deep in thought, Otto passed the walls <rf the doisters at 
St. Cosmas. 

Onward he walked as in the memory of a dream. 

Through the purple silence came faintly the chant of the 
monks: 

" Fbc roe pUcii vnlnerui 
Fftc me cmce Inebrlari 
nFilU." 



At last the Ionic marble columns, sirftly steeped in the warmfii 
of departing day, came Into sight, ^ence and coolness en- 
compassed him. The setting sun still cast his glimmer on the 
cattail d the columns ^ose fine, illumined scroll wodi, 
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contrasted ^th the penumbral shadows of the iatarior, i 
soft and bright as tresses of gold. 

A hand softly touched Otto's shoulder. A voice whispered : 

" If you would kaow all — come I Come and I will teU yon 
the secret which never yet I have uttered to mortal man." 

In the departing light, veiled by the thick cypresses and pale 
as the moon-beams, just as in the Egeiian wilderness in tiie 
whiteness of summer'-lightnings, she put her face close to bis, 
her face white as marble, with its scarlet lipe, Its iritch-Uke 
eyes. 

On they walked in silence, hand in hand. 

On they walked along the verge of a precipce, where none 
havewalked before, resisting the vertigo and the fatal attractitm 
of the abyss. It they should prove unequal to the strain, — 
overstep the magic circle ? 

Stephanla was pale and trembled. She smiled, — bat the 
smile troubled him, he scarce knew why. He tried to think 
it was the melancholy, caused by the wild and stormy look of 
the sunset and the loud earring of the hereditary rooks, which 
seemed to croak an everlasting farewell to life and hope In the 
oaks of the convent. 

Must he repulse the love that surged op to him in resistless 
waves? 

Must he renounce the near for the far-away, the ideal, 
whose embodiment slw was, for the commonplace 7 

Slowly the sun sank to rest in a sea (rf oimson and gold, 
a fiery funeral of foliage and flowers. 

A clock boomed from a neighbouring tower. The heavy 
measured clang vibrated long through the stillness, qoivering 
in the air, like a warning knell of fate. 

Softly she drew him into the dusk of Oxt pagan temple, drew 
him down beside her on one of the scattered fragments ot 
antiquity, a dc^-eared God of black ^enito from Egypt, which 
had sluued the fate of its Latin equals. 
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But ba cotdd not sit beside — her. 

Abruptly he roee; standing before her, the pusion <rf ttis 
long fight surged up in him. Stepbania sat motionless, and 
for a time neither spdie. 

At last Otto broke the dlence. His voice was strained as if 
he were suffering some great pain, 

" I have come I " he said. " I have cot every bridge between 
present and pasti I am here. — Have yon thought of my 
appeal ? " 

" Oh, why do you torture me 7 " she replied half sobbing, 
" I venture to ask for a delay, end you arraign me as though I 
stood at the bar of judgment." 

" It is our day <rf judgment," he replied. " It is the day 
wbea life confronts us with our own deeds, — when we must 
answer for them, when we must justify them. For if we are 
but triflen, we cannot stand in the face either of beaven or of 
heUt" 

He beat down and took her hands in his. 

'* Stepbania," he said, " I too have doubted, I too have 
wavered : — give me but one word of assurance, — my lovs 
for you is a wound which no eternity can cure." 

Sie broke from him, to bide her wee^g. 

" Have you thought of the forfeit ? " she faltered after a 
time. 

" I would not forego the doom I — Tou alme are my light 
in this dark country of the world. Do not stifle the vdce In 
your heart with reasons — " 

" Seasons I Reasons 1 " she intermpted. " What does the 
heart know of reasons 1 Mine has long forgotten their plead- 
ings — else, were I here ? " 

Something in her vcdce and gesture waa like a lightning 
flash over a dark landscape, la an Instant be saw the ^t at 
his feet. 

*' What ttwn," h» faltered, " is ttiis to lead to ? " 
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" Some one has been vith you," iba Bald qoick^. " Tbeie 
words were not youn." 

He rallied with a faint smile. 

" A pretext for not heeding them." 

"Eckhordt has been vith youl B» has maligned me to 
youl" 

" He has warned me against yovl " 

She turned very pale. 

" And you lieeded ? " 

" I am here, Stephanie I " 

The subtle perfume clinging to her gown mounted to Ui 
brain, choking back reason and resistance. 

" Yet again I ask you, what is this to lead to ? I am afraid 
of the future as a child of tlie dark I " 

She lield his hands tightly clasped. 

"OhI" she sobbed, "why will yon torture me? I have 
borne much for our lore's sake — but to answer you now is to 
relive it and I lack the strength." 

He lield her liands fast, liis eyes in hers. 

" No, Steptumia," he said, " your strength never failed you 
when tliere was call on It, and our whole past calls on it nowl 
Eckhardt tells me that tlie Romans hate me, — that they 
resent ttie love I bear them — oh, If it were true I " 

Stepliania gazed at him with wide astonished eyes. 

<'AhI It is this then," she said with a sigh <rf relief. "A 
moment's thought must show yon what passions are here at 
work. You most rise above such fears. As for us, — no one 
can judge between us, but ourselves. Shake olf ttiese dread 
fancies I There lies but one goal before us. Ton pointed the 
way to it once. Surefy you would not hold me back from it 
now?" 

Gently she drew him down by tier side. Through the crevices 
In the nxrf glimmered the evening star. 

She saw the conflict, which raged within him, the fautinct 
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to break away from her, who could never more be his own. 
She saw the fear which bound him to her, — she saw the great 
love be bore her, and she knew that he was hers soul and 
body, her instrument, her toy, — her lover if she so willed. 

He spoke to her of his childhood in the bleak northern 
forests; of the black pines of Thuringia, of the snow-drifts, 
which froze his heart; of the sad sea horizons brooding in- 
finitely away; of the gloomy abbey <rf Uersiburg, in the Sazon- 
land, where the great Emperor Otto, his grandsire, was 
sleeping towards the day of resurrection, where under the abbot's 
guidsnca he had first been initiatod into the ma^c of a sunnier 
clime. He spoke to her of his Greek mother, the Empress 
Theophono, whose great beauty was only rivalled by her own, 
and of that eventful night, when he descended into the crypts 
of Aix-Ia-Chapelle and opened the tomb of Charlemagne, then 
dead almost two hundred years. He told her how he had 
fought against this mad, unreasoning love, which had at 
first sight of her crept into his heart, urging naught in pallia- 
tion of his offence, but like a flagellant laying bare his tortured 
flesh to a self-inflicted scourge. He begged her to decide for 
him, to guide him^ lonely antagonist of desth^ — dared he 
ask for more? She was the wife of the Senator of Rome. 

As he ceased speaking, Otto covered his face with his hands, 
but Stephania drew them down and held them firmly in her 
own. Truly, if it was nctory to accomplish the end, by drawing 
out a loving, confiding heart, the victory was with the van- 
quished. And with the memory of the compact she had sealed 
a wondrous pity flashed through the woman's soul, a mighty 
longing, to lift the son nS the Greek Princess up Into joyous 
peace! No thought of evil marred her pure desire, — alasl 
She knew not at that moment, that even in that pi^ lay his 
direst snare, and hers. 

The deciuve moment was at hand. In the thickets before 

the temple her eye discerned flie gleam of spear-p^nts. For 
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a. momsBt a violent tremor passed through her body. She had 
hardly strength sufficient to nmintain her presence of mind, 
and her face was pale as that (tf a corpse. 

Would she, a second Delilah, deliver Otto to her country- 
men — the Romans ? 

It was some time ere she felt sufficiently composed to speak. 
Her throat was dry and she seemed to choke. 

Otto remarked her discomfiture, far from guessing Its cause. 

" I will fetch you some water," he said, starting up to leave 
the temple. 

Quick as lightning she had arisen, holding him back. 

" It is nottiing,*' she whispered nervously. " Do not leav9 
mel ** 

And he obeyed. 

Stepbanla dosed her eyes as if to ezdude fb» sight of the 
spear-points. 

" Otto," she said softly, after a pause, for the first time 
calling him by his name, " I fear there is one great lesson you 
have never learned." 

" And what is this lesson ? " 

" That, what you are doing for the Romans might also be 
done for yout Is there no heart to share your sorrow, to help 
you bear the pain of disappointment, whicJi must come to you 
sooner or later ? You told me, you had never loved before we 
met — " 

He nodded assent. 

" Rever — Never ! " 

"Ah! Then you do not know. You seek for light, where the 
sun can never shine 1 Striving for the highest ideals ct man- 
kind we can rise from the black depths of doubt but by tme 
ladder, — that of a woman's love I " 

Again the dreadful doubt assailed him. 

" If you mean — that, — oh, do not speak <tf it, Stephauial 
The wound is already past healing." 
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She bent towards him and rested her head ttpoa his 
shoulders. 

" Aod yet I most, — here — and to yoo." 

"Ho — no — no I" he muttered helplesdy and tumad 
away. The words of Eckhardt rushed and roared through his 
memory : " Once you are hers, — no Inunan power can save 
yon from the abyss." 

But Eckliardt hated the Romans as tme liatea a scorpion, 
abasUisli. 

Stephania relinquished not lier victim. He must be hutf 
hody and soul, ere she shrieked the fatal word. — The warm 
blood hurtling through her vuns quenched the last pitj^ng 
spark. 

" Ah I " she said ^th a sigh. " Tou have never known tin 
tenderness of a woman's smile, — flie touch of a woman's 
hand, — her soft caress, — the sound of her voice, — that 
haunts you everywhere, — waking, — in your dreams — " 

" Stephanlal " he gasped, and rose as if to flee fnun her, 
but she held him back. 

" You have never known Oie ear tiiat Ustens for your foot- 
stops, — the lips that meet your own in a Itmg, passionate 
kiss, — the iritui that thrills — and bums — and maddens — ** 

" Stephania — in mercy — cease I " 

Again he attempted to rise, again slie drew him down. 

" You are not like other men — Ottol Vnil you always live 
BO lonely, — so companionless, — with no one to love yon 
with that lasting love, for which your whole soul cries out ? " 

Shivering he raised his arms as if to shut the sight <^ hw 
from his dazzled gaze. Again, though fainter, Eckhardt's 
terrible warning knocked at the gates of his memory. Bnt her 
purring voice with its low melodious roll, wooed his listening 
heart till the doom oi reason tottered oo their hinges. And 
the end — what would be the end 7 

"TeilmenoDtore/'liegasped, " toUmenomor*! loumot 
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UstenI I dare not listonl You will destroy met You will 
destroy us boUi I " 

Her lips parted in a smile, — that fateful smile, which 
caused his soul to quake. Her fine nostrils quivered, as she 
bent towards him. 

M You cannot ? " she said. " You dare not ? Will you pass 
the cup untasted, the cup that brims with the crimson joy of 
love 7 Is there none in all the world to take you by the band, — 
to lead you home 7 " 

With a cry half inarticulate he sprang toward her, — his 
fierce words tumbling from delirious lips : 

" Yes, — there is one, — there is one, — one who could 
lift me up till my soul should sing in heavenly bliss, — one 
who could bring to me forgetfulness and peace, — one who 
could change my state of exalted loneliness to a deHrinm of 
ecstasy, — one who could lead me, wherever she would — 
could I but lay my head on hsr breast, — touch her lips, — 
call her mine — " 

Stephania stretched out her white, bare arms that made 
him dizzy. He stood before her quivering with hands pressed 
tightly against his throblnng temples. One moment cmly. — 
Half risen from her seat, her eye on the gleaming spear-points 
in the thicket, she seemed to crouch towards him like some 
beautiful animal, then a half choked out cry broke from his 
lips, as their eyes looked hungrily into each others, and they 
were clasped in a tight embrace. Stephanla's anns encircled 
Otto's neck and she pressed her lips on Iiis in a long, fervid 
kiss, which thrilled the youth to the marrow of his bone. 

At that moment a curtain of matted vines, which divided 
the vestibnle of the little temple from its inner chambers was 
half pushed aside by a massive arm, wrapped with scales of 
linked mail. Standing behind them, Crescentius witnessed the 
embrace and wltlidrew without a word. 

Was Stephania not overacting her part 7 
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He waited for the signal. 

No signal came. 

Then a terrible rerelation bunt opon the Senator's mind. 

Johannes Crescentius had lost the love of his wife. 

After a time the spear-points disappeared. 

The Senator of Rome saw his own danger and the forces 
arrayed against him. He was no longer deahi^; with statecraft. 
The weapon had been turned. With a smothered outcry at 
anguish he slo^y retraced his steps. 

Neither had seen the silent witness <tf their embrace. 

Silence had ensued in the temple. 

Each could feel the tremor in the soul <rf the other. 

After a time Otto stumbled blindly into the open. Stephania 
remained alone in rigid silence. 

In frozen horror she stared into the dusk. 

" The game is finished, — I have won, — oh, God forgive 
me — God forgive mel " she moaned. "Otto . . . Otto 
. . . Otto ..." 

" U you would know all, — come at midnight to the church- 
yard near Ponte ^to," whispered a voice close by his ^de, as 
Crescentius staggered towards the Aelian bridge. 

He felt a hand upon his shoulder, turned, and saw, like 
some ill-omened ghost in the wintry twilight, a lean pale face 
staring into his own. 

In the darkness, under the dense shadows of the cypress- 
trees he could not distinguish the features of his companion, 
who wore the habit of a monk. 

But when Crescentius turned to reply, be was alone. 

" Christ too prayed a human prayer for a miracle : 
Fattier, let this cup pass from mel " he muttered, continuing 
upon his vny. 

With eyes on the ground he strode along the narrow 
walk, skirting the Itber, in whose turbid waves no staiB 
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vere reflected. And BCarce consciously he repeated to 
himself: 

" As like as a man and his ovn phantom, — hii own 
phantom." 

He passed the bridge and entered the mausoleum of the 
Flanan emperor. Rapidly he ascended to his own chamber. 

The candle was burning low. 

Up and down he paced in the endeavoor to order bis thoughts. 
But no order would come into the chaotic confuuon of bis mind. 

What was the dominion of Rome to him now ? 

What the dominion of the Universe ? 

What devil in human shape had counselled the act in the 
seeds of which slumbered his own destruction 7 

The flame of the dying candle flickered and grew dim. 

Had Stephanie returned 7 

Ha heard no steps, no sotmd in her chamber. 

At the memory of what he had seen, a groan broke from 
his lips. 

How he hated that boy, who after wresting from bim the 
dominion of the city, had stolen from him the love ot his wife I 

Stolen 7 Had it not been thrust upon him ? What mortal 
could have resisted the temptation ? He would die — thus 
it was written In the stars ; — bat Staphania would weep for 
him— 

On tip-toe the Senator stole to the chamber of his wife. 
The door stood ajar. The chamber was empty. 

The candle flared up for the last time, lighting up tiie gloom. 
Then it sank down and went out. 

Crescentius was alone In the Hnrlm^c^, 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE INCANTATION 

Twasnear tiie hour ti midnight 
when a figure, muffled and con- 
cealed in an ample mantle left 
Castel San Angelo. The guards 
on duty did not challenge it and 
after crossing the Aelian bridge, 
it traversed the deserted thor- 
oughfares until it reached the 
Flaminian vay, which it en- 
tered. Avoiding the foot-path 
near the river, the figure moved stealthily along the farther 
side of the road, which, as far as could be discerned by the 
glimpses of the moon which occasionally shone forth from a 
bank of heavy clouds, was deserted. A few sotmds arose from 
the banks of Qte river and there was now and then a splash in 
the water or a distant cry betokening some pasung craft. 
Othenriae profound silence reigned. The low structures and 
wharfs on the opposite bank could be but imperfectly discerned, 
but tlie moonlight fell clear upon the mausoleum of Augustus 
and the adjacent church of St. Eufemia. The same glimmer 
also ran like a silver-belt across the stream and revealed the 
gloomy walls of tlie Septizonitmi. The world of habitations 
beyond this melancholy stronghold was buried in darkness. 

After crossing Ponte Sisto the muffled rambler entered a 

churchyard, which seemed to have been abandoned for ages. 

The moon was now shining brightly and ^vered the massive 

square watchtowers, the battlements, and junnades with 
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gmrgeoiis tracety. Creaceiitiiu had hardly set foot on the moBB- 
grown path, when two individuals wrapped In dark, flowing 
mantles, whose manner was as mysterious as their appearance, 
glided stealthily past him. 

They seemed not to have noticed his presence hot poreued 
their way through the churchyard, creeping beneath the sliadow 
ot a wall in the directioo of some low structure, which ap- 
peared to be a charnel-house utuated at its north-western 
extremity. Before this building grew a black and stunted 
yew-tne. Arrived at it, they paused to see whether they were 
observed. They did not notice the unbidden visitor, who had 
concealed himself behind a buttress. One of the two individuals 
who seemed bent by great age then unlocked the door of the 
charnel-house and brought out a pick-aze and a spade. Then 
both men proceeded some little distance from the building 
and began to shovel out the mould from a grass-grown grave. 

Determined to watch their proceeding, Crescentius crept 
towards the yew-tree, behind which he ensconced himself. 
The bent and decrepit one of the two meanwhile continued to 
ply his spade with a vigour that seemed incomprehensible in 
one so far stricken in years and <rf such infirm appearance. 
At length he paused, and kneeling within the shallow grave 
endeavoured to drag something from it. His assistant, appar- 
entiy younger and possessed of greater vigour, knelt to lend 
his aid. After some exertion they drew forth the corpse of 
a woman which had been interred without a coffin and ap- 
parency in the halnliments worn during life. Then the two 
men raised the corpse, and conveyed it to the chamel-honse. 
After having done so, one of them returned to the grave for 
the lantern and, upon returning, entered the building and 
closed and fastened the door behind him. 

Crescentius had chosen the moment when one of the two in- 
dividuals left the lone house, to enter unobserved and to conceal 
himself in the shadows. What he had witnessed, had exer- 
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died a teirible fasctnatitm over bim, and lie was detanained 
to Me to an end the devilish rites about to be performed by 
fba personage, in quest of whom he had come. The chambn- 
in which he found himself was in perfect keeping with the 
horrible ceremonial about to be performed. In one corner 
lay a mouldering heap of skulls, bones and other fragments 
of mortality; in the other a pile of broken coffins, emptied of 
their tenants and reared on end. But what chiefly attracted 
his attention, was a ghastly collection of human limbs black- 
ened with pitch, girded round with iron hoops and hung like 
meat in a shamble against the wall. There were two heads, 
and although the features were scarcely distinguishable owing 
to the liquid in which they had been immersed, they still re- 
tained a terrible expression of agony. These were the quarters 
of two priests recently executed for conspiracy against the 
Pontiff, which had been left there pending their final dis- 
position. The implements of execution were scattered about 
and mixed with the tools of the sexton, while in the centre of 
the room stood a large wooden frame supported by rafters. 
On this frame, bespattered ^th blood and besmeared witli 
pitch, the body mts now placed. This done, the one who 
seemed to be the moving spirit of the two, placed th« lantern 
beside it, and as the light fell upon its livid features, sullied 
with earth, and ezbiblting traces of decay, Crescentius was so 
appalled by the sight, that he revealed his presence by a half 
suppressed outcry. Seeing the futility of further concealment, 
he stepped into the light of the lantern and was about to speak, 
when he heard the older address his astiatant, neither of 
whom evinced the least surprise at his presence, while h« 
pointed toward him: 

"Lookl It is the very facet The bnmzed and strongly 
marked features, — tiie fierce gray eye — the iron frame (rf 
the figure we beheld in the show-stonel Thus he looked, as we 
tracked his perilous course." 
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" You know me then ? " asked the intruder uneasi^. 

" You are the Senator of Rome I " 

" You spoke of my perilous course I How have you learned 
this?" 

" By the art that reveals all things I And hi proof that yonr 
thoughts aie known to me, I will tell you the Inquiry you 
would make before it Is uttered. You came here to leant 
whether the enterprise In which you are engaged will succeed." 

** Such was my intent," replied Cnscentiui. " From the 
reports about you, I will freely admit, I regarded you as an 
impostor I Now I am convinced that yon are skilled in the 
occult science and would fain consult you on the future. 
What is the meaning of this ? " he continued pointing to the 
corpse before him. 

" I expected you I " was the conjurer's lactmic reply. 

" How is that possible ? " exclaimed Crescentius. *' It is 
only within the hour, that I conceived the thought, — and only 
the events of this evening prompted it." 

» I know altl " replied Dom Sabbat. " Yet I would caution 
you : beware, how you pry into the future. You may repent 
of your rashness, when it is too late.** 

" I have no fearl Let me know the worsti " replied Cres- 
centins. 

The conjurer pmnted to the corpse. 

" That carcass having been placed in the ground wlttumt the 
holy rites of burial, I have power over it. As the witch of Endor 
called up Samuel, as Is recorded in Holy Writ, — as Erichtho 
raised up a corpse, to reveal to Sextos Pompejus the event of the 
Pharsalian war, — as the dead maid was brought back to Ufa 
by AppoOonius of Thyana, — so I, by certain powerful in- 
cantations win hire the soul of this corpse for a short space 
into its former abode, and compel it to answer my questions. 
Dare you be present at the cerem<my ? " 

** I daiel " rejdied the Senator of Rome. 
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" So it twl " replied Dom Sabbat. " You will need all jionr 
courage I " and he extinguished the light. 

An awful silence ensued in the charnel-house, bn^en only 
hy a low murmur from the conjurer who appeared to be 
reciting an incantatim. As he proceeded, his tones became 
louder and his voice that ci command. Suddenly he paused 
and seemed to airait a response. But as nooe mts 
made, great^ to the disappointment of Crescentlas, whose 
curiosity, despite his fears, was raised to the highest pitch, 
cried: 

" Blood is wanting to complete fba chaiml " 

" If that be all, I win speedily supply the deflciency," repEed 
the Senator,bared his left arm uid,drawing his ptmlard, pricked 
it sUghtly with the pc^t of the weapon. 

" I bleed nowl " he cried. 

" Sprinkle the corpse irith the blood," commanded Dom 
Sabbat. 

" The blood is flowing upon Itl ** repGed Crescentius with 
a shudder. 

Upon this the conjurer began to mutter an incantation in a 
louder and more authoiitattve tone than before. His asdstant 
added his voice, and both jcmied in a sort <rf chorus, but in a 
jargon entirely unintelligible to the Senator. 

Suddenly a blue flame appeared above th^ heads, aikd slowly 
descending, settled upon the brow of the corpse, lighting up 
the sunken cavities of the eyes and the discoloured and distorted 
features. 

" She movBsl She movesl " shouted the Senator frantically. 
" She movesl She is alive.** 

" Be silentl ** cried Dom Sabbat, "else mischief mayensuet** 

And again he started his incantation. 

"Down on your knees 1 " he exclaimed at length witti 
terrible voice. " The spirit is at band." 

There wat a ruihlng sound and a stream of white, datding 
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light shot down upon the corpBe, which emitted a hollow 
Croan. In obedience to Dom Sabbat's demand Ciescentiua had 
prostrated hinuetf on the gnnmd, but he kept bis gaze steadily 
fiind on the body, which, to his infinite amazement, slovdy 
arose until it stood erect upon the frame. There it remained 
perfectly motionless, with the arms close to the sides and the 
habiliments torn and dishevelled. The blue light still retained 
its position upon the brow and communicated a horrible glim- 
mer to the features. The spectacle was so dreadful, that 
Crescentius would have averted his eyes, but be was unable to 
do so. The conjurer and liis familiar meanwhile continued 
(heir invocations, until, as it seemed to the Senator, the lips 
trf the corpse moved and a voice of despair exclaimed: " Wli^ 
have you called me ? " 

" To question you about the future! ** raidied Dom Sabbat 
rising. 

" Speak and I will answer," replied the corpse. 

" Ask her, — but be brief ; — her time is short," said Dom 
Sabbat, addressing the Senator. " On^ as long as that flame 
bums, have I power over her I " 

" What is her name 7 ** questioned the Senator. 

"Maxozial " 

The Senator's hand went to bis forehead; he tottered and 
almost fell. But he caught himself. 

"Spirit of Harozia," he cried, "if indeed thou standest 
before me, and some demon has not entered thy frame to 
delude me, — by all that is holy, and by every blessed saint do 
I adjure thee to tell me, whether the scheme, on which I am 
now engaged for the glory of Rome, vrill prosper ? *' 

" Thou art mistaken, Johannes Crescentius," returned tlie 
corpse. " Thy scheme la not for the glory of Rome I " 

" I will not pause to argue this point," continued the Senator. 
" Wm the end be successful ? " 

" The end will be death," replied the corpse. 
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"To the King — or to myself 7 " 

" To bothl " 

"Hat" ejaculated Creicentius, breathing hard. *'To 
bothl" 

" Proceed if yon have more to ask, — the flame is expiring," 
cried the conjurer. 

" And — Stephania 7 " But lie could not utter the qoes- 
tion. He felt like one choking. 

But before the question was formed, the light vanished and 
a heavy sound was heard, as of the body falling on the frame. 

" It is overt " said Dom Sabbat. 

" Can you not mimmon her again ? " asked Crescentius, 
in a tone of deep disappointment. " I must knor tliat other." 

" Impostible," replied the conjurer. " The spirit has flovn 
and cannot be recalled. We must commit the body to the 
. earthi '» 

*' My curioei^ is excited, — not satisfied," said the Senator. 
" Would it were to occur again 1 " 

" Thus it is ever," replied Dom Sabbat. " We seek to know 
that which is forbidden, and quench our thirst at a fount, 
which but inflames our curiosity the more. You have em- 
barked on a perilous enterprise ; — be warned. Senator of 
Rome) If you continue to pursue it, it will lead you to per- 
^tion." 

** I cannot retreat," replied Crescentius, " And I would 
not, if I could. Deatii to both oS us: — this at least is atone- 
ment! " 

" I warn you again, — if you persist, you are lost) " 

" Impoemble, — I cannot retreat; — I could not, if I would! 
By no sophistry can I dear my ctmscience of the ties Imposed 
upon It. I have sworn never to desist from the execution of 
tills scheme, never — neverl And so resolved am I, that if I 
stood alone in this very hour — I would go on." 

" Ton stand alonel " 

jao 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE INCANTATION 

Ho oiw knew wbencc Ow vdce bad come. The three stood 
appalled. 

A deep groan iuued from the corpse. 

" For the last time, — be warned I " ezposttUatsd Dom 
Sabbat. 

" Come forthi " cried Crescentios nuhlng tovards tb» door. 
" This place stifles me 1 " And he unbolted the door and threw 
it wide open, stepjdng outside. 

The moon was shining brlghtiy from a deep blue azure. 
Before tilm stood the old church of St. Damian bathed in the 
moonUght. The Senator gazed abstractedly at the venerable 
structure, then he re-entered the charnel-house, where he 
found the conjurer and his companion employed in placing the 
body of the ezcommonicated denizen of Castel San Angelo 
into a coffin, which they bad taken from a pile in the comer. 
He Immediately proffered his assistance and in a short space 
the task was completed. The coffin was then borne toward the 
grave, At the edge of which it was laid, while the Dom Sabbat 
mumbled a strange Requiem over the departed. 

This ended, it was laid into its shallow resting place, and 
speedily covered with earth. 

When all was ready for their departure, Dom Sabbat turned 
to the Senator of Rome, bidding him farewell. Declining the 
proffered gold, he observed: 

" If you are wise, my lord, you mil profit by the awful warn- 
ing you have this night received." 

" Who are you ? " the Senator questioned abruptly, trying 
to peer through the cowl which the adept of the black arta had 
drawn over his face, " mnce the devils obey your beck 7 " 

The conjurer laughed a soundless laugh. 

" Of dominion over devils I am innocent — since I rule no 
meni " 

At the entrance of the churchyard, Crescenttus parted from 
die c<mjurer and his associate, about whose peisonality ha 
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bad not troubled himself, and returned in deep runmuitlon to 
Castel San Aztgelo. 

No sooner had the Senator of Rome departed, than the 
conjurer's familiar tore the trappings from his person and 
stood revealed to his companion as Benilo, the Chamberlain. 

"Dog! Liarl Impostor," he hissed into Dom Sabbat's 
face, while kicking and buffeting him. " Marozia has been 
dead some fifty years. How dare you perpetrate this monstrous 
fraud ? Was it this I bade you tell the Senator of Rome 7 " 

Dom Sabbat cringed before the blows and the flaming mad- 
ness in the Chamberlain's eyes. Folding his arms over his 
chest and bending low he replied ^th feigned contrition : 

" It was not for me to compel the spirit's answer 1 And as 
for the corpse, twas Harozis's. Thus read you the devil's 
favour. Until blessed by ttie holy rite, the body cannot return 
to Its native dust." 

" Then it was Marozla*B spirit we beheld 7 " Benilo queried 
with a shudder, as they left the churchyard. 

" Karozia's s^rit," replied Dom Sabbat. " Yet who would 
raise a fabric on the memory of a lie 7 " 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE HBRHITAQB OF NILUS 

TEI^AITIA'S slsep had been 

broken and restless. She tossed 

and turned in her pillows and 

pushed back the hair from her 

fevered cheeks and dirobbing 

temples in vain. It was wear; 

work, to Ue gazing witti eyes 

wide open at the flickering 

shadows cast by the night-lamp 

on the opposite wall. It was 

ftiU less productive of sleep to shut them tight and to abandon 

hcTself to the visions thus evoked, which stood out in life-like 

colours and refused to be dispelled. 

Do what she would to forget blm, to conjure up some ofbev 
object in ber soul, there stood the son of Tfaeophano, towering 
like a demi-god over tlie mean, effeminate throng of her 
countrymen. Her whole being had changed in the brief space 
of time, unce first they had met face to face. Then the woman's 
heart, Med with implacable hatred of that imperial phantom, 
which had twice wrested the dominion of Rome from the 
Senator's iron grasp, filled with hatred of the unwelcome 
intruder, had i^ven one great bound for joy at the certainty 
that be was hers, — hers to deal with according to her desire, — 
that he had not withstood the vertigo of her fateful beauty. 
With the first kiss she had imprinted on his lips, she hod 
dedicated him to the Srynniei, — it was not enough to van- 
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qoish, she must break his heart. Thus only would her victory 
be complete. 

What a terrible change had come over her nowl All she 
possessed, all she called her own, she would gladly have given 
to undo what she had done. For the flrat time, as with the 
lightning's glare, the terrible chasm waa revealed to her, at 
the brink <rf which she stood. Strange irony of fate I Slovfy 
but surely she had felt the hatred of Otto vanish from her heart. 
He had bared his own before her, she had penetrated the 
remotest depths of his soul. She had read him as an open book. 
And as she revolved in her own mind the sordid aspirations of 
those she called her countrymen, the promptings of tyrants 
and oppressors, — thrown in the scales against the pure and 
lofty ideals of the King, — a flush of shame drove the pallor 
from her cheeks and caused hot tears of remorse to well up 
from the depths <rf her eyes. 

For the first time the whole enormity of what she had done, 
of the scheme to which she had lent herself, flashed upon her, 
and with it a wave of hot resentment rushed through her heart. 
Her own blind hate and the ever-present consciousness of the 
low estate to which the one-time powerful house of Crescentius 
had fallen, had prompted her to accept the trust, to commit 
the deed for which she despised herself. Would the youth, 
whom she was to lead the sure way to perdition, have chosen 
such means to attain his ends ? And what would he say to her 
at that fatal moment, when all his illusions would be shattered 
to atoms, his dreams destroyed and his heart broten ? Would 
he not curse her for ever having crossed his path ? Would he 
not tear the memory oi the woman from his heart, who had 
trifled with its most sacred heavings 7 He would die, but she I 
She must live — live beside the man for whom she had dnned, 
for whose personal ends she had spun this gigantic web of 
deception. Otto would die : — he would not survive the shock 
at die revelation. His sensitive, finely-strung temperament was 
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not proof against such nnpreceduited treachery. What the 
Senator's shafts and catapults had failed to achieve, — the 
Senator's wife would have accomplished 1 But fbt glory of the 
deed 7 " Gloria Victis," he had said to herwhen she pointed the 
chances of dtf eat. " Gloria Yictis " — and she must live I 

Otto loved her ; — with a love so pasdonate and enduring 
that even death would mock at separation. — They would 
belong to each other ever after. It was not theirs to choose. 
It seemed to her as if they had been destined for each other 
from tint begin of time, as if their souls had been one, even 
before their birth. And all the trust reposed in her, all tht love 
given to her — how was she about to requite them? Were 
her countrymen worthy the terrible sacrifice ? Was Crescen- 
tins, her husband ? Had his rule ennobled him 7 Had his 
rule ennobled the Romans ? Were the motives not purely 
personal? 

She knew she had gone too far to recede. And even if she 
would, nothing could now save the German King. The 
avalanche which had been started could not be stopped. The 
forces arrayed against Teutonic rule now defied the control of 
him who had evoked them. How could she save the King 7 

Salvation for him lay only hi immediate fiight from Rome I 
The very thought was madness. He would never consent. 
Hot all his love for her could prompt a deed of cowardice. 
He would remain and perish, — and his blood would be 
charged to her accotmt in the book of final judgment. 

How long were these dreadful hours I They seemed never 
ending like eternity. A moan broke from Stephania's lips. 
She hid her burning face in her white arms. Oh, the misery 
of this fatal love I There was no resisting it, there was no 
renouncing It ; — ever present in her soul, omnipotent in her 
heart, it would not even cease with death; yea, perhaps this 
was but the beginning. — Would she survive the terrible hour 
of the final trial, vbma, a second Delilah, she called the Fhilis- 
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tines down upon her tnutii^ foe ? 9w moaned and tossed 
as in the agues of a fever and only towards the gray dawn of 
morning she fell into a fitful slumber. 

The preparations for his last rebellion against German rule 
had kept the Senator of Rome within the walls of the formidable 
keep, which since the days of Vitiges, the Goth, had defied 
every assault, no matter who the assailant. Crescentius had 
succeeded in repairing the breaches in the walls and in strength- 
ening the defences in a manner, which would cause every 
attempt to carry the mausoleum by storm to appear an under- 
taking as mad as it was hopeless. He had augmented his 
Roman garrison, swelled by the men-at-arms <rf the Roman 
barons pledged to his support, by Greek auxiliaries, drawn f n»n 
Torre del Grecco, and under his own pereonal supervision the 
final preparations were being pushed to a close. His activity 
was so strenuous that he appeared to be in the vaults and the 
upper galleries of Castel San Angelo at the same time. He had 
been seized with a restlessness which did not permit him to 
remain long on any one spot. But the terrible misgivings 
which filled his heart wltti drear forebodings, which, now it 
was too late to recede, caused him to tremble btf ore the final 
issue, drove ttie Senator al Rome like a madman through the 
corridors of the huge mausoleum. Had he in truth lost the 
love of his irife ? Then indeed was the victory of the son of 
Tbeophano complete. He had robbed him of all, but life — 
a life whose last spark should ignite the funeral torches for 
the King and, — if it must be — for Rome. 

The day was fading fast, when Crescentius mounted the 
stairs which led to Stephania's apartments. His heart was 
heavy with fear. This hour must set matters right between 
them; — fai this hour he must know ttie worst, — and from 
her own lips, ^le would not fall him at tlie final issue, of 
tbat, as he knew her proud spirit, lie was convinced. But 
what availed Out final Issue, if he had lost the one jewel 
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ia his crown, without which th» crown itself was idle 
mockery? 

Stephania's apartments were dewrted. Whww was his 
wife ? She never used to leave the Castello without Infonning 
htm of the goal <rf her iomxuf. Times were uncertain and 
the precaution well justified, ^th loud v<rice the Senatx>r (rf 
Rome called for Stephania*s tirewoman. Receiving no im- 
mediate reply, a terrible thought rushed through his head. 
Perhaps she was even now with him, — with Otto I In its 
undiminished vividness the scene at the Neptune temple arose 
before him. What availed it to rave and to moan and to 
shriek 7 Was it not his own dc^g, — rather the counsel of 
one who perhaps rejoiced in his discomfiture ? Crescentius* 
hand frent to his head. Was such black treachery conceiv- 
able ? Could Benilo, — but no t Not even the fiend incarnate 
would hatch out such a plot, tossing on a burning pillow of 
anguish in sleepless nudnight. 

He was about to retrace his steps below, when the individual 
dmired, - Stephania's tirewoman, appeared and informed the 
Senator that her mistress had but just left, to seek an interview 
with her confessor. A momentary sigh of relief came from ttie 
lips of Crescentius. His fears had perhaps been groundless. 
Still he felt the imperative necesdty to obtain proof posi- 
tive at b»T innocence or gtdlt Thus only could his soul find 
rest. 

Stephania had gone to her confessor. Fate itself would 
never again throw such an opportunity in his way. And he 
made such good speed, that, when he came within sight of the 
ruins of the baths of Caracalla, he perceived by the advandog 
torches, which the guards accompanying her litter carried, 
that she had not yet reached her destination. 

Approaching closer, he saw them halt near the ruins and in 
a few moments a woman, wrapt in a dark mantilla, stepped 
from her Utter, received by a babbUof;, gestiqilatin^ monk| 
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in whom the Senator immediately recognized Fia Kccocco, 
the companion of l^tis. Escorted by lum, she walked hastily 
into the mins, and was soon lost to ^ht in their intricate 
windings. 

Recalling the observations he had made on a previous 
visit, Crescentius wound his way from the rear to the same 
point, so that none of Stephania's retinue, who were laughing 
and chattily amoi^ themselves, discerned him or even dis- 
covered his presence. Then he rajddly threaded his way to the 
chamber through which Fra Biccocco and Stephania had just 
passed, boldly followed them into the clearing, from which 
mius' cell was reached, and concealed himself in the long grass 
until Biccocco returned from the hermit's cell. Then he ap- 
proached the monk's hermitage and took up his post of ob- 
servation in the shadows, out of sight but able to hear every 
word which would be exchanged between Nilus and his con- 
fessor. 

The monk vi Gaeta bad been far from anticipating a visitor 
at this late hour. Seated at his stone table, he had been read- 
ing some illuminated manuscript, when he suddenly laid down 
the scroll and listened. The perfect stillness <tf the deserted 
Aventine permitted some breathings ot remote music from 
the distant groves of Theodora to strike his ear, and after 
Hstening for a time, he arose and traversed his cell with njid 
steps. He was about to reseat himself and to continue his 
disquisition by the pale, flickering light of the candle burning 
ittiort a cruciflz, when voices were audible and Biccocco 
entered, ha^g scarcely time to announce Stephania, ere she 
followed. 

" Good even, Father, — be not startled, — I was returning 
from my gardens of Egeiia and I have brought your altar some 
of its ch^cest flowers," she said in a hushed and timid voice, 
while at the same time she offered the monk some beautiful 
white roses of a late bloom, " Horeover, I would speak a few 
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words alone with you, — alone with yon, — Father Biccocco, — 
with your permission." 

Biccocco, looking at her, as she threw back her mantle from 
her shoulden, respectfully prepared to obey, almost wondering 
that there could be tm euth anything so wondrously beautiful 
as fhia woman. 

"Biccocco, I command thee, stay!** exclaimed ITihis 
staitii^ up. " I would say — nay, daughter — is it thou 7 I 
knew not at first, — my sight is dim — Biccocco, let no one 
trouble me — but tears ? What ails our gentle penitent 7 
Has she forgotten a whole string of Aves 7 Or what heavier 
offence ? It was but yesterday I counselled thee, — but a 
few hours are so much to a woman. — Wherefore glow thy 
cheeks mth tbt fires of shame 7 Biccocco — leave us I " 

" Father, I have siimed — yea, grievouly sinned in these 
few hours, unce I have seen thee," said Stephania, when the 
restraint of Biccocco's presence was removed, little suspecting 
what listener had succeeded. " I have sinned end I repuit, — 
but even in my offence lies my greatest chastisement." 

" Art well assured, that it Is remorse, and not regret 7 ** 
replied the hermit ctf Gaeta. " Thy sez often mistakes one for 
Uie other. But what is the matter 7 Surely it might not pre- 
vent thee from taking thy needful rest, might bide the light 
oi day, to be told, — to be listened to, — yet — thou art 
strani^ palel" 

" I have been mad, father, crazed, — I know not what I 
have d<me I I dare not took upon thee, and tell thee I Let me 
arrange my flowers in thy chalice, while I speak," replied 
Stephania, hiding her face in the fragrant bundle. 

"Hot Bol" replied the monk. "Eye and gesture often 
confess more than the apologizing lip I Kneel in thy wonted 
[dacel Ho other attitude becomes ti^ dignity or mine; — for 
either thou kneelest to the servant of God or thou debasest 
thjrBelf before the brother of mani " 
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Stephania compiled instantl;, and Wha, throwing MmBelf 
back in his chair, fixed his eyei on the crucifix before him, 
without even ^ancing at the penitent. 

" Father — you had warned me trf all the ilia that would 
befall," ahe began, almost inaudlbly, " but I longed to see him 
at my feet, — and more, — much more I " 

" What is all this ? " said the monk tuming very pale and 
glancing at his fair penitent with a degree of fierceness mingled 
with surprise. 

"Ahl you know not what a woman feels, — when — 
when — " She paused, breatUng hard. 

" Hast thou then committed a deadly sin ? Some dark 
adultery of the soul ? " exclaimed Nihis. " Kay, daughter," 
he cmtinued, as she shrank mthin herself at his words, " I 
apeak too harshly now I But what more hast to say 7 Time 
wears — and this soft cheek should be upon fba down, or its 
sweetness wiU not bloom as freshly as some of Its rivals, at 
dawn. Thou see'st this hermitage, from which thou wouldst 
lure me, jMis some recollections to brighten its desolation 
and gloom. What is It thou wouldst say ? " 

Stephania stared for a moment into Uie monk's foce, at a 
loss to grasp hia meaning. At last she stammered. 

** Tet — I but intended to win him to — some silly tryst. — 
whereia I intended to deride his boyish passions." 

" And he refused thy lures and thou art ve^ to have escaped 
perdition 7 " said the monk, more mildly. 

" Nay — for he camel " 

"He camel Jest not in a matter like thisl He came? 
Thou knowest of all mankind I have reasons to wish this youth 
well, — this one at least I " said miua somewhat incoherently. 

"He came, — once, — twice, — many times I He came, 
I say, and — " 

** What of him ? Thou hast not had him harmed for 
trusting bis enemy ? " 
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StepbanU'B cheek took the hues of marble. 

** Harmed ? I would rather perish mywlf than that he 
ehoold come to harm." 

miiu WHS silent for a moment or two, and Stephania, as if 
to take courage, timidly took his hand, holding it l>etween her 

" I must needs avow my whole offence," she stammered, 
" he came, — and — " 

" Why dost pause, daughter 7 " questioned the monk, with 
penetrating look. 

" Nay — but bear me I " continued Stephania. " I first in- 
tended but to win his confidence, — then, — having drawn 
him out — expose him to the just laughter of my court." 

" A most womanly deed I But where did this meeting take 
place?" 

** In the Orottos of Egerlal " 

" In the Orottos of Egerial " the monk repeated aghast 

" And then," she continued witii a great sadness in her 
tone, " I never felt so strangely mad, — I would have him share 
some offence, to justify the clamour I had provided, scarcely 
I know how to believe it now myaetf . — I did to liis lipt, — 
what I now do to your hand." 

And she kissed the monk's yellow hand with timid reverence. 

** Thou I Thou I Stephania, — tiie wife of Crescentius, and 
not yet set in the first line of the book of shamel "shouted the 
numk, convuMvely starting at every word of his own cUnuz. 
" Begone — begonel Tlie vessel is full, even to overflowing! — 
Tell me no more, — tell me no morel '* 

" Your suspicion indeed shows me all my ignominy," said 
Stephania, groping for his hand, wbich he had snatclied 
furiously away. " But he only suffered It, — because he 
guessed not my intent in ttie daAness." 

« In the darkness 7 " 

** In the darkness." 
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" Deemest thoo it posdble to clasp the plague and to evad« 
the contagioii ? " questioiied the monk. " Woman, I com- 
mand dtee, stop I Stop en the condemning angel closes the 
record I " 

Stephania raised her head petulantty. 

" Honk, thou knovest not alll During all this meeting the 
Smator of Rome was present In the Grotto and watched lis 
from one of the ivy hollows in the cave I " 

** The Senator of Rome I " exclaimed the monk with evident 
amazement " How came he there ? " 

" By contrivance I " 

" I do not understand! " 

" It was at his behest that I have done ttie deed, to further 
his vast projects, call it his ambition, if you will — to which 
fbe King is the stumbling block. Ask me no more, — for I 
win not answer! " 

mius seemed struck dumb by the revelatioa. 

" Take comfort, daughter, he cannot, — he cannot — " 
whispered the monk, bending over her and speaking in so low 
a Umt that the devouring listener could not distinguish one 
word. 

For a time not a word was to be heard, Nilus inclining his 
ear to Stsphania's lips, whose ctmf esuon was oft times broken 
by sobs. 

" Tell me all. — alll " said the monk. 

" As the fatal honr approaches the strength begins to for- 
sake me, — I cannot do iti " she groaned. 

** Tet he is the enemy of Rome, so you say," the monk 
said mockingly, 

" He is the friend of Rome and — I love himi " 

In a shriek the last words brola from her lips. 

" Domine an me reliquistil " shouted the aumk. ** Some 
sign now — some sign — or — " 

£Qs raving excUunatloa was cut shi»rt by a sound not unlike 
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tiie oracle implored. A la^e block of Btoue, dislodged by a 
sadd«a and violMtt movement ot the unseen listener, rolled 
vith a hollow ramble dovn into the vaults below. 

The monk started up from the benediction which he was 
bending forward to pronounce, almost dashed Stephania 
away, rushed to his altar and casting himself prostrate before 
the dlnne symbol which adorned it, he muttered in a frantic 
ecstasy of devotion : 

"(Horia Domino I Gloria in EzcelsisI Blessed be Thy 
name for ever and everl Praise ye the Lord I He saves in 
the furnace of fire I " 

Stephania gazed in mute amazement at the monk. His 
frantic appeal and its apparent fulfilment had struck dismay 
into her soul, and when at length he raised himself, and turned 
towards her, she could hardly find words to speak. 

But inius waved his hand. 

"Go now, Stephania," he commanded. "Go! I will 
de^se some fitting penance at more leisure." 

" But, Father — my request." 

** Ay, truly," he replied, with supreme melancholy. " Is 
It not the wont of the world to throw away the flower, when 
wfl have withered it with our evil breath ? " 

** But I cannot do it, — I cannot do it," Stephania moaned, 
raising her hands imploringly to the monk, 

"It is for a mightier than IHlus to coimsel," the monk 
spoke mournfully. " Thou standest on the brink of a pred- 
jnce, from which nothing but the direct intervention of Heaven 
can save thee I Pray to the Immaculate One for enUghtenment, 
and if the words (rf a monk have weight with thee, even against 
him, thou callest thy lord before the world, — desist, ere 
thou art engulfed in the black abyss, which yawns at thy feet — 
When he is dead, it will be too latel " 

And raising his lamp, to escort Stephania to hM* litter, the 
monk and the woman left the chamber, and Creecentius had 
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buelj time to ctmcaal himielf behind tiie botilden ere tiiey 
Appeared and pasaod by him, the mmk anzious^ guldinc 
every Btep ai his peniteat. 

The moon was unking, when Stephania arrived at Caetel 
San Angelo. 

Taking the candle from the hands of the page, who had 
awaited her return with sleepy eyes, ohe ***«"*«— ^ him and 
passed Into the lofty hall, dark and chill as a cellar, beyond 
which lay the Senator's, her husband's, apartments. She 
swiftly traversed the hall, — then she hemtated. No doubt 
he was asleep. What good was there in waking him ? Aa 
she turned to retrace her steps to her own chamber, a strange 
and eerie gust of wind swept shrieking round the battlements, 
howled in the chimney, invaded the chamber with i^ breath 
and almost extinguished the candle. Then there was a great 
hush. It seemed to her she could hear distant munc from the 
Aventine, the murmur of vcdcea, the sound at Iron chains from 
the vaults below. To this, — or to death, — she had consigned 
the son of Theophano, the boy-king, who loved her. — To 
this ? — Anguish and terror seized her soul. Sb» felt, she 
must not move — must not look. There it stood, — blacker 
than the Investing darkness, — its head bent, — shrouded in 
the cowl of a monk. What was it ? Once before she had seen 
it, — then it had faded away in the gloom. But misfortune 
rode invariably in its wake. She tried to scream, to call the 
page, but her voice choked in her throat. She staggered toward 
die door; her limbs refused to support her; — groaning she 
covered her eyes. Otto down there, — or dead, — why bad 
she never thought of it before ? Now the monk made a stop 
toward her; the face had nothing corpse-like in it, nothing 
appalling, yet she felt a freezing and unearthly cold; almost 
fainting she staggered up the narrow winding stairs. And 
entering her lofty chamber Stephania ftil unconsdous upoa 
her couch. 
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After Ctescentius had retumed from the hennitage of Tfihis, 
he gave strict orders to the guards of Castel San Angelo to 
admit no one, no matter who might crave an audience, and 
entering his own chamber, he lighted a candle. He had seen 
and heard, and he knew tliat the heart of liis wife had gone from 
him for ever I At the terrible certain^ he grew dizzy. A fearful 
price he bad paid for his perfidy, — and now, there was no 
one In all the world he could trust. He dared not speak. He 
dared not even breathe his anguish. She must never know 
that he knew all, — no me must know. His lips must be 
sealed. The worid should never point at him, — for this at 
leastl 

Bttt terrible as his suffering must be his vengeance. He 
who had robbed him of his priceless gem, the wife of his 
soul, all he loved on earth, — he should languish and rot 
under her very chambers, where she might nightly hear his 
groans, without daring to plead for him. There was no further 
time for parley. The stroke must fall at <mce I Too long had he 
tarried. The Rubicon was passed. 

Pacing up and down the gloomy chamber, Crescentius 
paused before the sand-clock. It was near midnight. Yet 
sleep was far from caressing his aching lids, as far as balm 
from his aching heart. He raised the candle in an unconscious 
etFort, to go to his wife's apartment. He lingered. Then he 
placed the candle down again and seated himself in a chair. 
His gaze fell upon a broad stain on the floor and like one 
fascinated he followed its least meander to a distance of several 
feet from the door, when suddenly a form met his eyes, whether 
the off -spring of hia delirious fancy or one of those inexpUcaUe 
and tremendous phenomena, which are incapable ot human 
solution, while the secrets of death remain such. Hia garb 
was that of a monk; the face bore the awful pallor of 
the tomb, and a mournful tenderness seemed to struggle 
with the rigidity oi death. The phantom, if such It ma, 
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fltood perfectly motionless between Crescentiiis and the coach, 
in a few momenta it grew indistinct and finally faded into 
air. 

It was then only, that Crescentius recovered breath and 
life, and staggered back to his chair. A few moments* rally 
persuaded him that irtiat he had seen had been merely the 
illusion of his excited organs. But a dreadful longing for 
death assailed him, a longing like that which prompts men 
to leap when they gaze down a precipice. He rose, — again 
the phantom seemed there, — this time distinct and clear. 
Terror rendered him motionless; the room seemed to whirl 
round, a million lights danced in his eyes, then he sank back 
covering his face with his hands. 

When he again opened his eyes, his brain seemed shooting 
vrith the keenest darts of pain. He endeavoured to pray, 
but could not. Bis ideas rushed confusedly through each 
other. The taper was fast sinking in the socket, and it seemed 
as if his mind would sink with it. He emptied a goblet of 
wine which stood upon the table, and strove to remember 
what he intended to do. It seemed a vain effort and he fell 
back in hia chair into a semi-consdoua doze. An hour might 
have passed thus, when he became aware of a slight crackling 
ntrise in his ears and starting with a sensation of cold he looked 
roimd. The fire in the chimney had burnt into red embers, 
and though his own form was lost in the shadow of the chimney, 
the rest of the room was faintiy illumined by the crimson 
glow from the grate. 

Suddenly he saw the tapestry figure of some mythical 
dei^ opposite his own seat stir; the tapestry swelled oot, 
then a head appeared, which peered cautiously round. The 
body soon followed the head, and Crescentius rose with a sigh 
of relief as he stood face to face with Benllo. The Chamber- 
Iain's face was pale; hia eyes, with their unsteady glow, 
showed traces of wakshihieBs. Ha took from Us dooUet a 
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scroll which he placed into the outstretched hand of the Senator 
of Rome. Mechanically Crescentius unrolled it. His hands 
trembled as he superficially swept its contents. 

" The barons pledge their support, — not a name is missing," 
Benilo broke the silence ia hushed tones. 

" What is it to be 7 " questioned Crescentius. 

" I speak for the extreme coune and for Rome. For attack — 
sodden and smfti " 

There was a pause, Crescentius stared Into the d^ng 
embers. 

'* Are all your plans complete 7 " 

" The Romans wait impatiently upcm my words. At the 
signal all Rome will rise to amul " 

"But how about the Romans? Can they be depended 
upon?" 

" I move them at the raiang of my hand I " 

There was another pause. 

Crescentius appeared strangely abstracted. 

" But what oi Otto ? What of Eckhardt 7 Do they scent 
the wind from Castel San Angelo 7 " 

" As for the Saxon cherub," Benilo replied with a disgusting 
smile, " he is dreaming of t'is — " 

He did not finish the sentence, for Crescendos cast such a 
terrible look upon hhn, that the blood froze in the traitor's 
veins, and his eyes sank before those blazing upon him. After 
a moment's hesitation he continued, the shadow of a forced 
smile hovering round his thin, quivering lips: 

*' When he is dead, we shall cause the Wonder-child to be 
canonized 1" 

But Crescentius was in no jocular mood. 

" Have you chosen your men 7 " he queried curtly. 

" They will be stationed in the labyrinth <rf the Hmotaurus," 
Benilo replied. " At the signal agreed upon, tfiey will rush 
forth and seize the King — " 
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Am he tpok« tiioM words the Chamberlain gazed timidly into 
the Senator's face. 

" The dgnal will not fail," Creecentius replied finoly. 

" Is the mansoleum prepared to withstand an assault ? " 
Benilo questioned guardedly. 

" The hidden balistae have been disinterred. Hy Albanian 
stradiotes and the Komagnole guards occupy the chief 
approaches. The upper galleries are reserved for our Soman 
allies. They will never scale these walls while Crescentius 
lives. Remember — the gates d Rome are to be closed. We 
will smother the Saxon under our caresses I I must have Otto 
dead or alive I Revenge and Death are now written on my 
Btandaidsl Up witii the flag at rebellion and perdition to the 
emperor and hie hosts I " 

The gray dawn was peeping into the windows of the Senator's 
chamber, when Crescentius sought his couch for a brief and 
fitful repose. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

THE LION OP BABALT 

T was midnight (tf a daA and 
still evening on ttie Tiber and 
peace hod for the most part 
descended upon tlie great dty. 
The lamps In the houses wen 
extinguished and the challenges 
(tf tbt watch alone were now 
and then to be heard. The 
streets were deserted, for few 
ventured abroad after night 
fall. Shiggishly the turbid tide of the liber rolled towards 
ancient Portus. The moon was hidden betiind heavy cloud- 
banks, and when now and then it pierced a rift in the nebulous 
masses, it shed a spectral light over the ulent hills, but to 
plunge them back into abysmal darkness. 

The bells from distant cloisters and convents were pealing 
the midnight hour when out of the gloom of the waters there 
passed a light skiff wherein were seated two men, closely 
wrapped in their long, dark cloaks. The one seated on the 
prow was bent almost double with age, and his long beard 
swept the bottom of the skiff. He appeared indifferent to his 
surroundings and stared straight before him into tlie darkness, 
while his companion, constantly on the alert, never seemed to 
take bis eyes from the boatman who plied his oars in silence, 
causing the frail craft to descend tlie river with great smftness. 
At last they made for the shore. An extensive mansion 
loomed out of the gloom, which seemed to be the goal of their 
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joum^. Obeying (b» whispered directloni <rf the taller of 
his passengeis, the bo&tman steered his craft under a daik 
archway, whence a flight of stairs led up to the door, tt wba.t 
appeared to be a garden pavilion. Swiftly the sculler shot under 
the arch and in another moment drew up by the stairs. 

Leaning heavily on the arm of his companion the sooth- 
sayer alighted from the skiff with slow and uncertain steps 
and after ascending the water-stairs his guide knocked three 
times at the dom of the pavilion. It was instantly opened 
and an African in fantastic livery, who seemed to fiU the office 
of Cubicular, beckoned them to enter. With all the signs (rf 
e^uustion and the weariness of his years weighing heavily 
upon bim, the conjurer dropped into a seat, paying no heed 
irtiatever to his surroundings nor to his companion, who had 
withdrawn into the shadows, while he awaited the arrival of 
the woman, who had called on his skill. 

He had not long to wait. 

Noiselessly a door opened and the majestic and graceful 
form of a woman glided Into the pavilion, robed in a long black 
cloak and closely veiled. She motioned to the attendants to 
withdraw and to the astrologer to approach. 

" Hoflt learned doctor of astral science," she said in a soft 
clear voice of command, *' you have brought me the calcula- 
tions which your learning has enabled yon to make as to the 
future of the perstms whose nativities were supplied to 
you ? " 

The astrologer had been seized with a sudden violent fit of 
coughing and some moments elapsed ere he seemed able to 
speak. 

So low and weak were hia tones, that the woman could not 
understand one word he uttered, and she began to exhibit 
unequivocal signs of impatience, when the conjurer's voice 
somewhat improved. 

** The horoscopes," he said in a strangely jarring tone, " are 
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the most wosdeiful that our science has ever revealed to me. 
They indicate most amaring changes of life, and signs of 
imminent periL" 

" Yoa speak of one, — or of both ? " 

"Of both 1" 

'* Give me the details of each horoscope I " 

The astrologer nodded. 

Theodora watched him from behind lur veil as closely as 
he did her, for ever and anon he stole furtive glances at her 
and was immediately seized with his cough. 

His voice grated strangely in her ear as he spoke. 

" The first, whose nativity I have calculated, is that ot one 
bom thirty years, one hundred and seventeen days, and ten 
hours from this moment. It was a birth under the sign of the 
Serpent, at an hour charged with vast posEibilities for the 
future. At that instant the Zodiac was moved by portentous 
lights and the earth shook with tremors as I have ascertained 
in the recoroa of our art I " 

" What are the signs of the future ? " the woman interrupted 
the speaker. " What is past and gone, we all know, even 
without the aid of your profound wisdom. What of the future, 
I ask 7 " she concluded imperiously. 

" I hate to impart to yon what I have found," said the 
astitAogK cring^. " It is terrible. The declination of the 
house of Death stands close to the right ascension tt the house 
of Life I" 

Theodora gave a sudden start. For a moment she seemed 
to lose her self-control. Her piercing eyes seemed to look the 
astrologer through and through, though he had shrunk back 
into the wide girth of his mantle. 

" Give me the scroU 1 " 

^le stretched out a hand white as alabaster to take the 
parchment whereon the astrologer had maAed the rise and 
fall of the star records. But, as if seized with a sudden fear, 
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ihe withdrew Ou baud ere tite man of the ttan conld comp^r 
with her request. 

" The second horoscope I " she spoke imperiouily. 

Again a long fit at coughing prevented the astrologer from 
speaking. 

When it subbed, he said with profound solemnly, watching 
her expression intently from between his half -closed lids : 

" That otlier, whose nativity you have sent to me, shall find 
death, — death, sudden and shameful — " 

She stood rigid as a statue. 

" Tell me more I " she gasped. " Tell me more I " 

" He will die hated, — unlamented, — despised — " 

She drew a deep breath. 

" When shall that be 7 " 

" There is at this moment a most ominous rign in the 
heavens," replied the astrologer shrinking wittiin himself. 
" Venus, who rules the skies is obscured by too dose attendance 
upon a lower and less honourable star." 

Theodora held her breath. 

" What comes after ? *' she whispered. 

" The lore of astral combinations does not reveal such 
ttiings. But palmistry may aid, where the constellations 
fail. Deign to let me trace the lines in the palm of your hand." 

Flinging a^e her last reserve, Theodora in her eagerness 
held out her palm to the astrologer. He bent over it, without 
touching it, i>l<BVing his head, and muttering : 

" The line of life, — the line cd love, — the line of death — " 

As the astrologer pronounced the last word, his hand grasped 
with a vice-like grip the one whose lines lie had pretended to 
read, while with the other, which had dropped the supporting 
staff, he pushed back the loose sleeve of her gown, bar^g her 
arm almost to tb» shoulder, constantly muttering : 

"The Une at Death, — the line of Deafti,~the line of 
Deathl " 
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When Theodora first felt the tightening grip oa her vriit, 
ihe tried to wlthdniw her band, bat her strength was not equal 
to the task. She felt the benumbing pressure of what she 
imagined were the astrologer's fleshless claws, but when, with 
a motion almost too swift for one bent with age and infirmity, 
he laid bare to fba shoulder the marble whiteness (rf her arm, 
she thought he had gone mad. But when the astrologer's 
trembling finger pointed to the red UrthmaA on bar arm, 
jost below her shoulder, resembling the claw of a raven, 
constantly mattering : " The line of Death — the line of 
Death," she uttered a piercing shriek for help, vainly en- 
deavouring to shake him off. 

A shadow dashed between the two, neither knew whence 
it came. 

The astrologer saw the gleam of a dagger before bis eyes, 
felt its p<Hnt strike against the corselet of mail beneath his 
cloak, felt the weapon rebound and snap asunder, the frag- 
ments falling at his feet, and releasing the woman, who stood 
like an image of stone, he dropped his cloak and supporting 
staff, and clove with one blow of his short double-edged sword 
the akuU of his assailant to the neck. With a jnercing shriek 
Theodora rushed from the Pavilion, followed in mad breathless 
pursuit by the pseudo-astrologer, who had dropped his false 
beard -with his other disguises and stood revealed to her terror- 
stricken gaze as Eckhardt, the Margrave. 

Withont heeding the warning cry of Hezilo, his compatti<m, 
he was bent upon taking the woman. In the darkness he could 
hear the rush of her frightened footsteps through the corridors; 
be seemed to gain upon her, when her giant Africans rushing 
through another passage came between the Haigrave and his 
intended victim. Three stepe did he make through the press 
and three (rf her guards fell beneath his sword. But a stranger 
in the labyrinth of the great pavilion, he could hardly hope 
to gain his end, even if tmlmpeded, and Theodora's formidabta 
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body-guanl still outsumbend him thne to one. EcfchaTdfs 
doom would bavfl been sealed had not at that very moment 
Hezilo appeared in the passage behind him and laid an airestiiic 
hand upon his arm. 

Before the harper's well-known presence the Africans fell 
back, raising their dead from the blood-stained fioor and 
skuUdng back into the dusk of the corridor. 

" Yon have no time to lose," urged the harper. " Follow 
me I — Speak not, — question not. Remember your compact 
and your oath." 

Eckhardt turned upon his guide like a lion at bay. Ks face 
was pale as that of a corpGc. Sia blood-shot eyes stared, as 
if they must burst from their sockets; his hair bristled Uke 
that of a maniac. 

" What care I ?" he growled fiercely. " Compact or oath — 
what care I ? " 

" There are other consideratimis at stake," replied He^o 
calmly. " You promised to be guided by my counsel. The 
hour oi final reckoning is not yet at hand." 

Eckhardt's breast heaved so violently, that it almost deprived 
him of the faculty of speech. 

" Hust I turn back at the very gates <d fulfilment ? " he 
burst forth at last. But sheathing his weapon he reluctant^ 
followed the harper and, retracing their steps, they re-entered 
the Pavilion. In the slain boatman they recognized the ghastly 
features of John of the Catacombs, though the bravo'a skull 
was literally cloven in twain and a strange dread seized upon 
them at the terrible revelation. Eckhardt stood by idly, while 
the harper insisted upon removing the body, and wrapping his 
ghastly burden in his blood-stained monkish gown, showed 
small repugnance to carrying the bravo's carcass to the land- 
ing, where he fastened a short iron chain to the gruesome 
package and dropped it into the muddy waves of the Tiber. 

Daik clouds swept over the face oi the moon and the chill 
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wind of autumn moaned dlsmaUy through the spectral pines, 
as the boat, propelled by the sturdy arms of Hezilo, Sew ttp 
stream over the murky, foam-crested waves. 

An icy hand seemed to grip Eckhardt's heart. Thewordsrung 
from the d^g wretch in the rock-caves under the Gemooian 
stairs had proved true. In baring Theodora's left arm his eyes 
had fallen upon the well-remembered birthmark resembling 
the raven claw. The terrible revelation had for the nonce 
almost upset his reason, and caused him prematurely to 
drop his mask. All clarity of thought, all fixedness of purpose 
had deserted Um; he felt as one stunned by the blinding 
blow of a maze. Dazed he stared b^ore him into tba gloom 
of the autumnal night; his h fl i y dishevelled, his eyelids swollen, 
his lips compressed. He could not have uttered s word Iiad 
his life depended upon it. His tongue seemed to cleave to the 
roof of his mouth; his brow was fevered, yet his hands were 
cold as ice. At last then he had stood face to face with ttie 
awful mystery, which had mocked his waking hours, his 
dreams, — a mystery, even now but half guessed, but half 
revealed. He tried to recall fragments of the monk's tale. 
But his brain refused to work, steeped in the apathy of despair. 
The future hour must give birth to the considerations ot the 
final step, to the closing chapters of his life. Yet he felt that 
delay would engender madness; long brooding had shaken his 
reason and swift action alone could now save it from tottering 
to a hopeless fall. 

The frail craft shot round the elbow-llke bend of the Tiber 
at the base of Aventine when Hezilo for the first time broke 
the silence. He had refrained from questioning or commenting 
on the result of their visit to the Groves. Now, pointing to - 
tile ramparts of Castel San Angelo he whispered into Eckhardfs 
ear: 

" Are your forces beyond recall ? ** 

Eekhardt stared up into tlie speaker's face, as if the Utter 
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had addnBsed him In some stnuige tongue. Only after Hedlo 
had repeated bis qoestion, Eckhardt rouaed himwlf from the 
lethargy, which benambed his senses and gazed in the direction 
indicated by the harper. 

An errant moonbeam illumined just at this moment the 
upper galleries of Hadrian's tomb. Straining his gaze towards 
the ramparts of the formidable keep, Eckhardt strove to 
discorer a reason for Hezilo's warning. But the moon dis- 
appeared behind a bank oi clouds and at that moment the 
BCuUar ran in shore. 

nnconsdously Ids hand tightened round the hilt of his 
■word. 

** The earth breeds hard men and weak men," he muttered. 
" The gods can but laugh at them or grow wroth with them. 
As for these Romelings, — they are not worth destroying. 
They will perish of themselves." 

" Tbe hour is close at hand, when everything shall be 
known to you," Hezilo turned to Eckhardt at parting. ** But 
diree days remain to the full ctf the moon." 

Weaiy and sick at heart Eckhardt grasped the harper^ 
pnSer^ hand, as they parted. 

But he was in no mood to return within the four walls of 
his palace. He was as one upon whom has descended a thunder 
bolt from Heaven. 

The terrible revelation deprived him ci taa senses, tt his 
energies, of the dedre to live, — and there was little doubt 
that this would have bem Eckhardt*B last night on earth, had 
there not remained <me pnrpoee to his life. 

How small did even that appear by the magnitude at the 
crime, which had been visited upon his head. The how and 
why and when remained as great a mystery to him as ever, 
Bckhardt's memory roamed back into the years of the past. 
He tried to recall every word Ginevra had spoken to him; 
he tried to recall every wish her Ups bad e^nessed, be 
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tried to recall ereiy unstinted eaian. And with these memo- 
ries there rose np before his hmer eye Ginevra's image and 
mth it there welled up from his heart an anguish so great, 
ttiat it drove the nails t4 his flngen deep into the fiesh erf his 
clenched hands. 

He remembered lur strange request never to inquire into 
her past, but to lore her and let his trust be the proof <rf his 
love. Then there came floating faintly, like phantoms on the 
iaA waves of his memory, her inordinate deeire for power, 
hinted rather than ezinessed, — then darkness awaUowed, 
everything else. Only boundless anguish remained, fathomless 
despair. After a while his feelings suffered a reverse; they 
changed to a hate <rf the woman as great as his love had been, — 
a hate for the fateful siren, Rome, who had deprived him of all 
ttiat was dearest to him on earth. 

Bending his solitary steps towards the Capitol, he saw tbe 
veil-like mists gathering above the wild grass, which waves 
above the palaces of the Caesars. On a mound <rf mins he 
stood iritfa folded arms musing and intent. In the distance 
lay the melancholy tombs trf the Campagna and the drcUng 
hills faintly outlined beneath the pale starlight. Not a breeze 
ttlned the dark cjrpressea and spectral pines. There was 
something weird in the stillness of the skies, hushing the 
desolate grandeur of the earth below. 

He had not gone very far when a shadow fell across his 
path. Lookiiig up he again found himself by the staircase of 
the Lion of Basalt The weird relic from the banks of the IVile 
filled him with a strange dread. With a shudder he paused. 
- Was it the ghastly and spectral light or did the face of the old 
Egyptian monster wear an aspect as that of life? The stony 
eye-balls seemed bent upon him with a malignant scowl and 
as he passed on and looked behind they appeared almost 
pretematurally to follow his steps. A chill sank into his heart 
when the sound of footsteps arrested him and Eckhardt stood 
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face to face with tha hennit of GaSta^ He beckoned to the 
monk to accompany him, vainly endeavonring to frame the 
question, which hovered on liia lips. The monk joined him in 
silence. After walking some little way Nllus suddenly paused, 
fixing his questioning gaze on the brooding face of his com- 
panion. Then a strange expression passed into his eyes. 

" Life is full of strange surpriaes. Yet we cling to it, just 
to keep out of the darkness through which we know not fba 
way." 

Sck at heart Eckhardt listened. Hot little the monk knew, 
he thought, and mius was staggered at the haggard expression 
of the Margrave's face, as he stumbled blindly and {^dditr 
down the moonlit avenue bedde him. 

" Would I had never seen her I " Eckhardt groaned. *' In 
what a fair disguise the fiend did come to tempt my soldi " 

He paused. The monk drew him onward. 

" Come with me to my hermitage I Thou art strangely 
excited and do what thou mayest, — thou must follow out 
thy destiny I Hesitate not to confide in me I " 

** Hy destiny] " Eckhardt replied. " Honk, do not mock 
me I If thou hast any mystic power, read my soul and measure 
its misery. I have no destiny, save despur." 

The monk regarded him strangely. 

" Because a woman is false and thy soul is weak, thou 
needest not at once make bosom friends with despair. It is a 
long time unce I have been in the world. It is a long time 
since I have abjured Its vanities. Let him who has irithstood 
the terrible temptation, cast the first stone. For the flesh is 
weak and the ^n is as old as the world. And perchance even 
the monk may be able to counsel, to guide thee in some mat- 
ters, — for veiily thou standest on the brink of a precipice." 

" I am well-nigh madl " Eckhardt replied wearily. " Were 
there but a ray erf light to guide my steps." 

mius pt^ted upward. 
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" All light flowB from tiie fountain-head of truth. Be true 
to thyself! Life is duty! In its fulfilment alone can then be 
hapiwiess, — and in the renunciation of that, which has 
been denied us by the Supreme Wisdom. No more than thou 
canst reverse the wheel of time, no more canst thou compel 
that dark power, Fate. And at best — what matters it for the 
short space of this earthly enstence ? For believe me, the End 
of Tune is nigh, — and in the beyond all will be as if it had 
never been." 

Nilos paused and their eyes met. And in silence Eckbatdt 
followed the monk amcmg the ruins of the latter's abode. 

As the morning dawned, some fishenuen dragging their 
nets off St. Bartholomew's island pulled up from tiie muddy 
waves the body of an old man clad in the loose garb of a monk. 
But as the day grew older a new crime and fresh scandal 
filled Forum and wine shops and the incident was forgotten 
ere night-fall. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE LAST TRYST 

HE grest dock on the tower 
of San Sebastian struck the 
second hour of night. The air 
was so pure, so transparent, that 
against the horizon the snov- 
capped summit of Soracti was 
viable, like a crown of glitter- 
ing crystal. Mysteriously the 
stars twinkled in tbe fathom- 
less blue of the autumnal night. 
Procesdon after procession traversed the dty. From their 
torches smoky spirals rose up to the starry skies. The pole 
rays of the moon, the crimson glare of the torches, illumined 
faces haggard with fear, seamed with anzie^ and dread. 
Despite the late hour, the people swarmed like ants, occupying 
every point of vantage, climbing lantern poles and fallen 
columns, armed with clubs, halberds, scythes, pitchforks and 
staves. Here and there strange muffled forms were to be seen 
mingling with the crowds, whispering here and there a word 
into the ear of a chance passerby and vanishing like phantoms 
into the night. 

Among the many abroad In the city at this hour was Eck- 
hardt. He mistrusted the Romans, be mistrusted the Senator, 
he mistrusted the monks. The fire <tf his own consuming 
thoughts would not permit him to remain within the four walls 
<d his palace. Like a grim spectre of the past he stalked through 
Rome, alone, unattended. How long would the terrible mystery 
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of his life continue to mock him 7 How mncb longer must he 
bear the awful weight which was cnisbing bis spirit with its 
relentless agony 7 What availed his presence in Rome ? The 
king had long ceased to consult him on mattars of state; 
Benilo and Stephania possessed bis whole ear — and Eckhardt 
was no longer In bis counsels. 

With a d^ree td anxiety, which he had in vain endeavoured 
to dispel, Eckhardt had watclud the groiring intimacy between 
his sovereign and the Senator's wUe. Itnie and again he had, 
even at the risk of Otto's fierce displeasure, warned the King 
against the danger lurking behind Stephania's mask <rf friend- 
ship. Wearied and exasperated with his importunities, Otto 
bad asserted the sover^gn, and Eclthardt's lips had remained 
sealed ever since, though his watchfulness liad not relaxed 
one jot, and even while ha endeavoured to lift the veil, which 
enshrouded his own life, he remained circumspect and on the 
alert, true to bis promise to the Empress Theopbano, now in 
her grave. 

The sounds which on this night fell from every side on 
Eckhardt's ear were not of a nature to dispel bla misgivings 
of the Roman tamper. As by a subtle intuition he felt that they 
were ripe for a change, though when and whence and bow it 
would come lu could not guess. His own mood was as dark 
as the sky-gloom lowering over the Seven Hills. Rome had 
made of him what he was, Rome bad poisoned his life with 
the viper-Bting of Ginevra's terrible deed, and now he longed 
for nothing more than for some great event, which would toss 
him into the foaming Ullows of strife, ttierein to sink and to 
go under for ever. 

Drawing his mantle closer about him and lowering the vizor 
of his helmet, Eckhardt slowly made his way through the con- 
gested throngs. He bad not proceeded very far, when be felt 
some one pluck him by the mantle. Turning abruptly and 
■baking himself free, from what he believed to be the dntchea 
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ot a baggar, he was about to dismiss the offender ^th an oath, 
when to his stirprise be betield a woman dressed in the garb of 
a peasant, but clearly disguised, as her speech gave the lie to 
her affectation of low birth. 

" Yon are £ckhardt, the Maigrave ? " she asked timidly. 

" I am Eckbardt," the general repUed curtly. 

" Then lose no time to save him, else he will nm into per- 
dition as sure as yonder moon shines down upon us. Oh I He 
knows not the dangers that beset him; — on my knees I im- 
plore you — save him 1 " 

" When I understand the meaning of your gibberish, doubt 
not I will serve youl I pray you give me a glimpse (rf its pur- 
port," replied the Maigrave. 

Tlie woman seemed so entirely wrapt up in her own budness 
that she did not heed Eckhardt's question. 

" I daie not whisper the secret to any one else, — and my 
Lord Benilo bade me eeek you in case of danger. And if yon 
cannot move him from his mad purpose, he is lost, for never 
was he so bent to have his own vray. If yon come with me, 
you will find him waiting on the terrace, — and do your 
best to lead him back, — else he will come to as evil an end 
as a wasp in a bee's liive, — for all the honeyl " 

" And whom shall I find on the terrace ? " asked Eckhardt 
with ill-concealed impatience. He liked not the babbling 
crone. " Cease your spurting and speak plainly, else go your 
way: — I am not for such as youl " 

"It wants but a moment — whom else but your King, 
for whom she has sent under pretext of important business, — 
sye, — at this 'very hour and on the terraces of the IDno- 
taurus." 

" Otto, — important business, — IQnotaunis — " repeated 
Eckhardt. " Who has sent for him 7 >* 

" Stephania." 

Eckhardt shrugged his shoulders. 
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" What i> it to HM? Go your way, hoary puider,- — whtt 
Is it to nu 7 Hasten to him, who has paid you to tell this tale 
and get your ransom from himi I wager, he knows the style 
of oMI" 

The woman did not move. 

" Nay, my lord, that we all should go mad at one time," 
she sobbed with evidently strong emotions, which were perhaps 
not caused by the motive alleged. " Then I must away and 
fulfil his destiny, — for a man cannot serve two masters, — 
nor a woman either." 

There was something in the speaker's tone that caused a 
shadow of apprehension to rise in Eckhardt's mind. Was 
there more behind all this fban she cared to confess ? " Ful- 
fil his destiny " — these words at least were not her own. 
A grave fear seized him. Otto might be ambushed, — carried 
away, — he might rot in Caste! San Angelo, and no man the 
wiser for it. 

" Stayl I will go and cross the boy's path to his guU^ 
paradise," repeated Eckhardt after permitting the woman to 
draw away from bim at a very slow and wistful pace and 
overtaking her with a couple of strides. " Lead on, but do 
not speakl I have no tongue to answer yoal " 

The woman immediately took the well-known route towards 
the terraces of the Minotaurus and soon they reached the spot. 
A covered archway at one extremity admitted on a terrace, 
flanked on one side by a high dead wall of the Vatican, on the 
other by a steep and precipitous slope, wooded with orange 
trees and myrtle. This spot, little frequented in day time, was 
deserted by night. The woman whispered that it was here, she 
expected the King, and cautioning Eckhardt to remove him 
with all speed from this danger zone, which offered no means 
of escape, she precipitately retired, leaving Eckhardt alone to 
meditate upon what he had heard, and to pursue his adventure 

In tbo «<arlnHM^ 
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Hw Kugnm hastened along tiu archway and peering into 
die ihadoire he quickly dlBcemed the slim outline of a man, 
wrapt in an ample cloak, leaning against the dead wall at the 
end of ttia platform. His eyes seemed fixed intenOy upon the 
heaTsni, while an expression of impatience reigned uppermost 
in the pale, thoughtful face. 

Bckhardt quickly approached the edge of tlie terrace, where 
he bad discovered Otto, and although the Kuig kept Ills face 
averted, he could scarcely hope to escape recognition. 

*'Otto — the King — can it be?" Eckhardt said witit 
feigned surprise, as he faced the youth. " I beg your majesty's 
pardon, — are you a lodger in yonder palace or how chancea 
It that you are here alone, — unattended ? " 

"Ay — since yon know me," replied Otto with a forced 
smile, " I will not deny my name nor business either. The 
ladies of the Senator's court are fair, and an andent crone 
whispered to me at my devotions to Our Lady, on this terrace 
and at this hour, if I pra^d heartily, I should have good 
news. Hatter enough, I ween, to stir one's curiosity, but, — 
I fear, — I should be alone." 

The blood surged thickly through Eckhardfa brain. He 
could scarcely breathe, as he listened to this falsehood and for 
a few moments he gazed hi silence on the flushed and paling 
visage <tf the youth. 

At last he spoke. 

" It it possible that the air of Rome can even change a 
nature like yours to utter a falsehood ? My liege, — you are 
not yourself I" Eckhardt exclaimed, discarding all reserve, 
for he knew there was no time to bt lost. And if perchance 
the fair serpent that had lured him hither was nigh, 
his words should strike her heart with ghame and dismay. 
" It is to Stephsnia you go, — it is Stephania, whom you 
await I " 

There was a brief pause during which a hectic flush chased 
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tha dMp pallor from Otto't face, ts he pasdvely Ufteaed to 
tlu anaccaatoined spMch. 

" Steplunla," he repeated absently, and BOflerlng his doak 
to drop aidda in hia absorption, he revealed the richness and 
ifdendour of the garb beneath. 

** The wilt of the Senator of Rome I " Eckhardt supplemented 
sternly, 

" And what if It be ? " Otto responded ^th mingled petulancy 
and confusion. " What if the Senator's consort has vouch- 
safed me a private audience ? " 

" Are you beside yourself, King Otto ? Tou venture Into 
this place alone, — unattended, — to please some woman's 
whim, — a woman who Is jdaylng with you, — and will lead 
yon to perdition ? " 

" How dare you arraign your King and his deeds 7 " Otto 
exclaimed fiercely. 

" I am here to save you — from yourself I You know not 
the couBeqaences of your deed I *' 

" Let them be what they willl I am here, to abide themi " 

Eckhardt crossed his arms over his broad chest as he re- 
garded the offspring of the vanquisher of tba Saracens wiQi 
mingled scorn and pity. 

" The spell is heavy upon you, here among the crimson and 
purple flowers, where the Sren sings you to destruction," he 
said with forced calmness. " But you shall no longer listen 
to her voice, else you are lost. Otto, — Otto, — away with 
me I We will leave this accursed spot and Rcmie together — for 
ever! There is no other refuge for you from the spell ot the 



" Hot for all the lands on which the sun sets to-ni(^t will 
I refuse obedience to Steidiania's call," Otto replied, " Tou 
sorely mistake your place and presume too much on the 
authority placed into your bands by the august Empress, my 
mother. But attempt not to exercise mastery over your King 
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or to bend him to your will and purpoae — for he will do u he 
chooses I" 

" It has come to this then," replied Eckbardt without 
atining from the spot and utterly disregarding Otto's increasing 
nervousness. " It has come to thisl Are there no chaste and 
fair maidens in your native land ? Maidens of high birth and 
lineage, fit to adorn an emperor's couch ? Must you needs 
come hither, — hither, — to this thrice accursed spot, to love 
an alien, to love a Roman, and ot all Romans, a married woman 
— the wife of your arch-enemy, the Senator 7 Are you blind, 
King Otto ? Can you not see the game ? You aione — of 
all ? Deem you die proud, merciless Stephania, the consort 
of the Senator, who bates us Teutons more than he does the 
fiend himself, — would meet you here in this secluded spot, 
iritb bet husband's knowledge, — vritb her husband's con- 
nivance, — umply to listen to your dreams and vagaries? 
Can you not see that you are but her dupe 7 King Otto, you 
have refused to listen to my warnings : — tibere is sedition rife 
in Rome. Retire to the Aventine, bar the gates to every one, — 
I have despatched my fleetest messenger to Tivoli to recall our 
contingents, — before dawn my Saxons shall hammer at the 
gates of Rome I " 

Otto gazed at the spealter as if the latter addressed him in 
some unknown tongue. 

" Sedition In Rome ? " he replied like one wrapt in a dream, 
" Tou are madt The Romans love met Even as I do themi 
I vrill not stir an inchi I remaini " 

Eckhardt breathed hard. He must cany his ptunt; he ttit 
oppressed by the sense oi a great danger. 

" And thus it befalls," he said laughing aloud with tba ex- 
cess ctf bitterness, " that to this hour I owe the achievemrat of 
knowing the cause why you have declined the demands <tf the 
Electors; that I can bear to them the answer to their im- 
portunitiee; that in this hour I have learned the true nuon 
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(tf your rshulng to listen to your G«nnan subjects, who crave 
jour ratnin, who love you and your glorious house 1 Yon say 
yon win remain t Revel then in your Eden, until she Is weaxy 
of yon and Crescantius spares her the pains <rf the finiah." 

" What an you raving ? " exclaimed Otto furiously. 

" Tou are mad for love, King Otto, and a frenzied lover is 
the worst of fools t " 

The King blushed, with the consdousness either of bis inno- 
cence or gnilt. 

" Since you accuse me," he spoke more cahnly, but a strange 
fire burning in his eyes, *' I do not deny it, — Stephania re- 
quested a meeting on matters pertaining to Rome, and I have 
cornel And here," Otto continued, inflexible determination 
ringing in bis tones — " and here I will await her, if all hell 
or tba swords of Rome barred the way. Do you hear me, Eck- 
hardt 7 Too long have I been the puppet of the Electors. 
Too long have I Buffered your tyranny. Hy will is supreme, — 
and who so defies it, is a traitor! " 

Eckhardt gazed fixedly into hia soverdgn's eyes. 

" King Ottol Is It possible that you beguile yourself with 
ttiese specious pretexts ? That you assail the honour of those 
who have followed you hitlur, who have twice conquered 
Rome for you? Ay, — no one so blind as he who will not seet 
I tell you, Stephania is luring you into the betrayal of your 
honour, — perhaps that of the Senator, — who knows ? I 
tell you she Is deceiving youl Or, — if she pretends to love, 
it is to betray youl You cannot re^t herma^c,— it is not in 
humanity to do so, were it thrice subdued by years of fasting. 
If you repel her now, your victory will be bought with your 
destruction I Her und^ng hatred will mark you her own I 
But if you succumb you are lost, — the Virgin herself could 
not save you 1 You shall not remain I You shall not nwet her, 
— not as long as the light of Oiese eyes can watch over your 
erednlotu heart I" 
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Otto had admtced a step. Vainly groping for words to vant 
hifl wrath, he paced up and down before the trusted leader 
flf his hosts. 

At last he paused directly before him. 

" My Lord Eckhardt," he said, " it might content you to 
fake amidst the slime of the city for matter, with which to 
asperse a pure and beautiful woman, — as for myself, while 
my hand can clutch the hilt <d a sword, you shall not! " he 
exclaimed, yielding at last to the voice of his fiery nature. 

" Strilie then," Eckhardt replied, raising his arms. " I 
have no weapon against my KingI " 

Otto pushed the half drawn sword back into the scabbard. 

" For this," be said, " you shall abide a reckoning." 

** Then let It be now! " Eckhardt exclaimed in a wild jeering 
tone. ** Go and Ud Stephania arm her champion, one against 
whom I may enter the lists, and I swear to you, that from Ills 
false breast I will tear the truth, which you refuse to accept, 
coming from your friends I But I am not in a mood to l>e 
trifled with. You shall not remain, King Otto, and I swear 
by these spurs, I will rather kill your paramour, than to see 
you betrayed to the doom which awaits you." 

" Are lUe and death so absolutely In the hands of the Har- 
grave of Meissen 7 ** replied Otto in a towering rage. " Jn 
the face at your defiance I will tany here and abide my for- 
tune." 

And clutching Eckhardt's mantle, in his wrath, his eye met 
the eye of the fearless general. 

With a jerk the latter freed himself from Otto's grasp. 

" A fool In love : A thing that men spurn and women 
deride." 

Otto's face turned deadly pale. 

" You dare? This to your King ? " 

" I dare everything to save you — everything! Otto — (ba 
Romans mistrust youl Th^ love you no longeil Th^ are 
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ripe for a dumgel Tha lender jtm tarry, the flercar will be 
tlM strife. Cnacentiiis would rather destroy the whole d^ 
than let it be permanently wrested from his power. You ban 
been his dupe, — hark — do you hear those vcdces ? " 

" Of all my enemies he Is die <me ^cere." 

" Then he were the more dangeroosl A fanatic is always 
more powerful than a Imave. Do you hear theae voices, King 
Otto?" 

Otto was padng the terrace with feverish impatience. 

" I liear nothing 1 I hear nothing I Go — and leave me I " 

"And know you sold, — betrayed, — by that — " 

A shadow crossed his path, noiseless on die vehre^ tuif. 

Before them stood Stephanie. 

"Finish your words, my Lord Eckhardt," she said facing 
the Hargrave. " Pray, let not my presence mellow your 
speech." 

" And it shall noti " retorted Eckhardt hotly. 

" And it shalll " thundered Otto rushing upon him. " Upm 
your life, Eckhardt, one insult and — " 

Stephania laid a tranquillizing finger on Otto's arm. 

" I have heard aH," she said, pale as marble, but smiling. 
" And I forgive." 

"Too have heard his accusadon — and jrou forgive, Ste- 
phania 7 " cried Otto, gazing incredulously uito her eyes. 

"Ton bad faith in me — I thank you — Otto! " she replied 
sfrftly, and sweeping by Eckhardt, she extended both hands to 
the King. He grasped them tightly within his own and, bending 
over them, pressed his fevered lips upon them. 

Suddenly all three raised their heads and listened. 

A sound not unlike a distant trumpet blast, rent the stillness 
ot night, seemed to swell with the echoes from the hills, then 
died away. 

" What Is this 7 " the German leader questioned, puzzled. 

"The monks are lutlding procesdons, — the streets ais 
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■wanning with the cassocks, — their chants can be heard 
evaiywhere." 

Stephanla gazed at Otto, as she answeied Eckhaidt's question. 

The Margrave scrutinized her intently. 

" I knew not the Senator loved the black crows so well, as 
to furnish music to their march," he replied slowly. Then he 
turned to the woman. 

"Hear me, Stephanial You see me here, but you know 
not that I have ordered all my men-at-arms to attend me at 
die gates below) If the King's fooUsh passi(m and blind trust 
have been the means to encute your hellish dedgn, Imow 
that with my own hand I will avenge your remoiseless treach- 
eiy, for I will slay you if aught befall him in this night, and 
hang your lord, the Senator cS Rome, from the ramparts of 
Castel San Angdo, — I swear it by the Five Wounds! " 

For a moment Stephania stood petrified widi terror and 
unable to utter a single word in response. Then she turned 
to Otto. 

** This man is mad I Order him begone, — or I will go my- 
self. Be frightens me I " 

She made a movement as if to depart, but Otto, divining her 
intention, barred the way. 

"Stephanla — remain 1" he entreated, "Our general is 
but prompted by an over great zeal for our welfare," ha con- 
cluded, restraining himself with an effort. Then breathing 
hard, he extended his arm, and with fl»mi*tg eyes spoke to 
Eckhardt: 

"Gol" 

"I go I "the general replied with heavy heart. "If anything 
miusual happens in tliis night, King Otto, remember my words 
— remember my warning, Hy men ai« stationed at the wicket, 
through which you came. There Is no other exit, — save to 
perdition. I leave yon — may the Saints keep you till we meet 
Again I" 
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With tlwBe words Eckhardt gaOieied his mantle alxmt him 
and stalked away, iMsurely at first, as U to lull to sleep every 
inkling cd suspicion in Stephania, then faster and faster, and 
at last he fairly flew up the grinding road of Aventine. Those 
whom he met shied out of his path, as if the fiend himself was 
coming towards them and shaking their heads in grave wmder 
and fear, muttered an Ave and told their beads. 

Strange noises were In the air. The chants ot the monks 
were intermingled with the fierce howls and shrieks of a mob, 
harangued by some demagogue, who fed tiieir discontentment 
with arguments after their own heart. Everywhere Eckhardt 
met skulking countenances, scowling faces, while half-sup- 
pressed oaths fell on his ear. Arrived on the Aventine he imme- 
diately ordered Haco, Captain of the Imperial Guards, to his 
presence. 

" Bridle your charger and ride to Tivoli as if ten thousand 
devUfl were on your heels," he said, handing the young officer 
an order he had hurriedly and barbarously scratched on a 
fragment of parchment. " Pass through the Tiburtine gate and 
letom with sunrise, — life and death depend upon your speed I " 

WiUidrawing Immediately, Haco saddled his charf;er and 
soon the echoes of his horse's hoofs died away in the distance, 
wtule Eckhardt hurriedly entered the palace. 

After he had vanished from the labyrinth of the Iffinotaums, 
Otto and Steidiania faced each other for a moment in silence. 
The Southern night was very still. The noises from the city 
had died down. By countless thousands the stars shone in 
the deep, fathomless heavens. 

It was Otto who first broke the heavy silence. 

" Stephania," he said, " why are you here to-night ? " 

" What a strange question," she replied, " and from you." 

" Yes — from mel From me to you. Is it because — " 

He paused as If oppressed by some great dread. He dared 
not trust himself to speak tiiose words In her hearing. 
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" b it becfttiM I love you 7 " she complemented die sen' 
tanca, drawing him down beside her. But the seed of doubt 
Eckhardt had planted in liis heart had taken root. 

" Stephania," he said with a strange voice, withoat rep^ing 
directly to her question. " I have trusted in you and I will 
continue to trust in you, even despite the whisperings d the 
fiend, — until ^th n^ own eyes I behold you faithless. Eck- 
hardt has been with me all day," he continued with unsteady 
voice, " he has warned me against you, lie has warned me to 
place no trust in your words, that you are but the instrument 
of Crescentius; that be has organized a mutiny; that he but 
awaits your signal for my destruction. He has warned ma 
that you have planned my stizure and selected this spot, to 
prevent intervention. Stephania, answer me — is it so 7 " 

For a moment the woman gazed at him in dread dlence, 
unable to speak. 

" Did you believe 7 " she faltered at last with averted gaze, 
very pale. 

" I am here! " he replied. 

Stephania laughed nervously. 

" I had forgotten I " she stammered. " How good of you I " 

Otto regarded her irUh dlent wonder, not unmingled with 
fear, for her countenance betrayed an anxiety lie had never 
read in it before. And indeed her resdessness and terror 
seemed to increase frith every moment. She answered Otto's 
questionB evidently without knowing what she said, and her 
gaze turned frequently and with a devouring eziHvssion of 
anxiety and dread toward Castel San Angelo. Uaddened 
and desperate with her own perfidy, she began to ruminate 
the most violent extremities, frithout perceinng one ent from 
the labyrinth of guile. The significance of Otto's questloii, 
his earnestness and his faith In herself put the crown on her 
nuaery. Her eyes grew dim and her senses were failing. 
Her limbs quaked and for a moment she was unable to speak. 
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Otto bant over her In posttiTe fear. The ptle face looked 
so deatlilike that hia heait quailed at ttie thought of life, — 
life without her. 

" I cannot bear it — I cannot bear it/' he muttered, holding 
her hands in his tight grasp. 

It seemed as if she had read his inmost, unspoken 
thoughts. 

" And yet it must come at last I " she replied strftty, as from 
the deptlu of a dream. " What is this short span of life for 
such love as ours? And, — had we even eveiything we 
could crave, all the world can give, — would there not be a 
sting in each moment of hapiuness at the Uioat^t — " 

She paused. Her head drooped. 

" Hy happiness ia to be ^th you," he stammered, " I 
cannot count the coetl ** 

" Think you Oiat I would count the cost ? " she said. " And 
you love me despite of all those dreadful things, which he — 
Eckhardt — has poured into your ear ?" she cootinaed with 
low, purring voice. 

" Love you — love you I " he repeated wildly. " Oh, I have 
loved you all my life, even before I saw you, — are yon not the 
embodied form d all those vague dreams of beauty, which 
haunted my earliest childhood 7 That beauty, which I sought 
yeamin^y, but oh 1 so vainly in all things, that breathe the divine 
essence: the lustrous darlmess of night, the glories at sunset, 
(he subtle perfume of the rose, the all-reflecting ocean of 
poetry in which the Universe mirrors itself 7 In all have I 
found die same deep void, which only love can fill. Not love 
you," he continued covering both hands he held in his with 
fevered kisses, " oh, Stephania, I love you better than myself, — 
better than all things, — here and hereafter." 

Almost paralyzed with fear she listened to his mad pleading. 

** And can nothing — nothing, — destroy this love you have 
for me 7 " she faltered. 
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H« took her yielding form in his arms. He drew her dosir 
and closer to his heart. 

" Nothing, — nothing, — nothing." 

"I love you — Otto — " she whispered delMousfy. 

" To the end, dearest, — to the aid I " 

From a tavern at the foot of the hill the sounds <rf high 
revelry were borne up to them. The air was filled witti 
the odour of dead leaves and dying creation, that subtle pre- 
mtmition of the end to come. 

" And you have anxiously waited my coming ? " she said, 
hiding her face in hia arms. 

"Oh, Stephanlal The hour-glass, with which pasaioa 
measures a lover's impatience, is a burning torch to his heart." 

Supreme stillness intervened again. 

Stephania raised her head like a deer in covert, listening 
for the hunters, listening for the baying of the hoiuds, coming 
nearer and nearer. Gladly at this moment would she have 
given her life to undo what she had done. But it was too late. 
Even this expiation would not avail I There was nothing now 
to do, but to nerve herself for that supreme moment, when all 
would be severed between them for aye and ever; when she 
would stand before him the embodiment of deception; when 
he would spurn her as one spurns the reptile, that repays the 
caresang hand with its deadly sting; when he would curse her 
perhaps, — cast from him for ever the woman who had cut 
the ttiread of die life he had laid at her feet — and all, for 
what? 

That Johannes Cretcentins, the Senator ti Rome might 
again come into his own, that he might ag^n lord the 
rabble which now skulked through the streets to avenge sonu 
imaginary wrong on the head (^ the youth, whose love for 
them was to be the pass word for his destruction. 

And Johannes Crescentius was her husband and lord. ' He 
loved her with as great a love as his nature was capable <df 
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and whatever faults laigjxt be laid at the door of his n^me, 
if faults they could evoi be termed In a lawless, feudal age, 
that knew do right save might, — to her he hod never been 
untrue. 

Stepbania endeavoiued to persuade herself that, wbai she 
had done, she had done for the good of Rome. Monstrous 
deception 1 She despised the mongrel rabble too heartily to 
even have raised a finger in its behalf. If they starved, would 
Crescentius give them bread 7 If they froze — would Cres^ 
centius clothe them 7 Then there remained but the question, 
should a Roman govern Rome, or the alien, — the foreigner. 
Was It for her to decide ? How unworthy the cause of the 
sacrifice she was about to bring <m the altar of her happiness. 
But which ever way the tongue ot the scales inclined, — it was 
toolatel 

Otto had buried his head on Stephania's bosom. She had 
mdrded it with her arms and with gentle fingers that sent a 
delirium ttuough his brain, she stroked his soft brown hair, 
while the cry of Delilah hovered on her lips. 

He looked up into her eyes. 

" Stephanio, — why are you here to-night ? " he whispered 
again, and he felt the tremor which quivered through her body. 

" I came to bring you the answer which you craved at our 
last meeting," she replied strftiy. " Can you guess it 7 " 

" Then you have diosen," he gasped, as If he were suddenly 
confnmted with the crisiB in his ezisteoce, when that which he 
held deaieet must either slip away from him for ever or remain 
his tiirough all eternity. 

"I have chosen!" she whispered, her arms tightening 
round him, as if she would protect him against all the world. 

" Kiss me," she moaned. 

One deliiioua moment their lips met. They remained locked 
In tight embrace, lip to lip, heart to heart. 

There was a brief breathless dlence. 
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Suddenly the gnat bell at the Capitol rolled In solenm and 
majestic sounds upon the air, and was answered from all tlie 
belfries of Rome. But louder than the pealing toc^ above 
the wild screaming and clanging erf the bells rose the piercing 
cry: 

*'Death to the Saxool Death to the King I >* 

They both raised their heads and listened. With ^d-eyed 
wonder Otto gazed into Stephania's eyes. The marble statnes 
aromid them were hardly as white as her featmes. 

" What is ttils 7 " he questioned. 

There waa a stir in the depths of the streets below. Shouts 
and jeers of strident Ti^ces were brolun by authoritatlTe com- 
mands. The tramp of mailed feet was remotely audible, but 
above all the hubbub and din rose the cry: 

" Death to the Saxon I Death to the Klngl " 

When the first peals of the great bell quivered on the silent 
night air, Stephania had, with a low wail, encircled Otto's 
head with her arms, pressed him closely to her, aa if to shield 
him from liarm. Then, aa louder and wilder the iron tongues 
shrieked defiance through the air, as, turning her head, she 
saw the fatal spear points of the Albanians gleaming through 
the thicket, she suddenly shook him oft. "Wi^ a stified outcry, 
she rose ta her feet; so abmpUy that Otto staggered and would 
have fallen, had he not in time caught himself ^th the aid of 
a branch. 

To the Qug it gave the impresdon of a wild hideous dream. 
Uke (me dazed, he stared first at the woman, then down the 
declivitr- 

Dtrecdy beneath where he stood a scribe was haranguing 
the crowds, descanting <m the ancient glory tA tfie Romans 
and exhorting his listeners to exterminate all foreigners. From 
Castel San Angelo came an incessant sound of trumpets, which, 
mingling with the brazen roar of bells seemed to shake the 
•arth. Torches lighted the streets with their imoky crinutm 
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gUn. Psoide hnrried hither and thither, josUing, ptubing, 
trampling upon each other like black ghadowB, like living 
phantoms. The fieiy glow, the vtdcee td the angry mob, the 
pealing of the bells, — they all stmck Stephania's heart irith 
a thousand talons of remorse and shame. Fearstruck 
and trembling, she gazed into the pale face ti Theoidiano*s 
son. 

Otto was watching the distant pandemonium as one would 
gaze upon some strange, hideous ceremonial of occult meaning, 
— then he turned slowly to Stephania. 

For a moment they faced each other In dlence, then he 
stroked the disordered hair from his forehead like one waking 
from a dream. 

« You have betrayed me.*' 

Her lips were tLghUy compressed; she made no reply. 

The next moment he was on his knees before her. 

" Forgive me, forgive me," he faltered, " I knew not what 
I said r* 

She breathed hard. For a moment she dosed her eyes in 
mortal anguish. 

" Then you still believe In me 7 " She spoke haid^ above 
a iriiisper. 

" With all my heart," he replied, grasping her hands and 
covering them with kisses. For a moment she suffered him 
to exhaust bis endearments, then she jerlied them away from 
him. 

" Then bid your hopes and dreams farewell and scatter your 
faith to the winds," she shrieked, almost beside herself with the 
memory of her vow and its consequences. " You are betrayed, 
— and I have betrayed youl " 

Otto had staggered to his feet and gazed upon the beautiful 

apparition who faced him like some aveng^g fury, as if he 

thought that she had gone suddenly mad. For a moment she 

paused, as if summoning supreme energy for the exacution of 
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her task, as if to lash herself into a paroxism Buffldoit to make 
her f oi^et those accusing eyes and his all-masteiing Iota. 

" I have betrayed you, King Ottol I, Stephania, a womanl 
Ah I Too believed my words I Ton were vain enough to 
imagine that the wife of the Senator of Rome could love you, — 
you, — her greatest foe, yon, the Saxon, the alien, the intruder, 
who came here to rob us of our own, to wrest the sceptre from 
the rightful lord ti the Seven Hills. Tou hoped Stephania 
would aid you to realize your mad dreams I How unsophisti- 
cated, how delldously innocent is the King of the Germans t 
Snow thux that I have lied to you, when I feigned interest in 
your cause, know that I have IM to you when I professed to 
love youl Love yon," she cried, while her heart was breaking 
vrith every word she hurled against him, who listened to her 
speech in frozen terror. " Love you 1 Fool I And yon were 
mad enough to believe iti Do you hear those bells ? Do yon 
hear the great tocsin from the Capitol ? Do you hear Uie 
alarums from the ramparts of Castel San Angelo ? They are 
callii^ the Romans to arms I They are summcming the Romans 
to revoltl Do you hear those shouts 7 Death to the Germans ? 
They are for you, — for yon, — for youl " 

Again she paused, breathing hard, collecting all her woman's 
strength to finish what she bad begun. 

The end had come, — her task must be finished. 

Her voice now assumed its natural tones, fb» more dreadful 
in their Import, as she spoke in the old deep, soulful accents. 

" I have lulled you to sleep," she continued, breaking Hm 
bridge, which led back into the past, span t^ span, — " that 
the Senator of Rome may once again come into his ownl I 
have pretended interest in your monkiBh fancies, that Rome 
may once more shake off the invader's accursed yoke. I am 
a Roman, King Otto, — and I hate you, — hate you with eveiy 
beat of my heart, that beats for Rome. King Otto* 700 are 
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He had Ustened to her words vitti vide, wondoring eyes, 
his heart frozen ^th terror and anguish, his face pale as that 
of a corpse, returned from its grave. He heard voices in tlie 
distance and the tread of armed feet coming nearer and nearer. 
Yet he stirred not. His tongue clove to the roof of his mouth. 
There were strange rushing sounds in his ears, like mocking 
echoes of Stophania's words. 

At last his Ups moved, while mth a desperate effort he tried 
to shake off tl^ spell. 

** May God f or^ve you, Stophaitia," he gasped like a drown- 
ing man, reeled and caught himself, gazing upon her with 
delirious, burning eyes. 

Closer and closer came the tramp of mailed feet 

Terror struck, Stephania gazed Into Otto's face. The 
fiercest denunciati<m would not have so completely unnerved 
her as the dmple words of the youth. She almost succumbed 
under the weight of her anguish. 

"Fly, — King Otto, — fly, — save yourself," she gasped, 
staggering toward him in the endeavour to shake off the fatal 
torpor which had seized his limbs. But he saw her not, he 
heard not her warning. Listlessly he gazed into space. 

But had those who rushed down the avenue been his enemies 
and death his certain lot, there would not have been time for 
flight. 

Stephania heaved a righ of relief as In their leader she 
recognized the Hargrave of Ueiseen, followed by a score or 
more of the Sazon guard. 

Her own fate she never gave a thought 

" Do you hear those sounds ? " thundered tiie gaunt Ger- 
man leader, rushing with drawn sword iqwn the scene and 
pausing breathlessly before Stephania*s victim. " Do you hear 
the great bell of the Capitol, King Otto ? All Rome is m 
revolt I Did I not warn yon agcdnst the mles of the accursed 
sorceress, who, like a vamfrfre fed on your heart's blood ? 
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But by thfl Almighty God, she shall not live to anjor the fruits 
of her hellish treason." 

And suiting the action to the word, Eckhardt rushed upon 
Stephania, who stood calmly awaiting his onslaught and 
seemed to invite the stroke which threatened her life, for 
her Upa curled in haughty disdain and her gaze met Eckhaidfa 
in lofty scorn. 

The sight of her peril accomplished what Stephanie's etEorts 
had failed to do. Swift as thought Otto bad huried himedf 
between Eckhardt and his Intended victim. 

" Back," he thundered with flaming eyes. " Only over my 
dead body lies the way to herl " 

Eckhardt's arm dropped, while a wrathful laugh broke 
from his lips. 

"You are magniflcant, King Ottol Defend the woman 
irtio has foully betrayed you I Be it so I We have no time for 
argument Her life is frnfeited and by the Eternal God, Eck- 
hardt never broke his oath. Follow me I We must reach the 
Aventine, ere the Roman rabble bar the way. We are not 
strong enough to break through their numben and they swarm 
like ants." 

Otto stiired not. 

Calmly he gazed at the Margrave, as if the danger did in no 
wise concern him. And while Eckhardt stamped his feet in 
impotent rage, mingling a score or more pagan Imprecatioiu 
with the very unchristian oatiis he muttered between his 
clenched teeth. Otto turned to Stephania. His voice was calm 
and passionless as one's who has emerged from a terriUs 
ordeal and has nothing more to lose, nothing more to fear. 

" What will you do ? " he said. " The streets are no safe 
thoroughfare for you in this night." 

** I know not, — I care not," she replied ^th dead voice, 
from which all its bewitching tones had faded. 

" Then 3rou most come with usi " he said. " My men shall 
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Hfatf conduct yon to Cutal San Angelo. Toa have tbe word 
of their KingI" 

" By the flames ci purgatoiyl Are you Btark mad, Ung 
Otto ? " roared Eckhardt, almost beside himself with rage. 
" Come with us she shail, but as hostage for Crescenttus, — 
and eye for eye, — tooth for tootht " 

He did not floish. Otto waved his hand petulantly. 

" The King of the Gennans has pledged his word for Ste- 
phonla's safe conduct, and the King of the Germans will be 
obeyed," he spoke, his voict the only calm and pasrionlegg 
thing In all the atorm and uproar, which assailed them on all 
sides. "Through the secret passage lies her only safety. 
She cannot go as she camel " 

EcUuudfs eyes fairfy blazed with rage. 

"Secret passage I" he roared, nerroosly griping the hUt 
of his enormous swotd. " Secret passage ? Are yon raving, 
King Otto ? What secret passage ? " 

But vainly did the Hargrav* endeavour to nuke his gestures 
e^lain his denioL Otto cared not, if indeed he noted them at 
alL 

Ha beckoned to Stephania. 

" Come with, usi " be spoke In tin same apattietlc, llsttess 
tone. " Tear nottUng. You have the word of flie Gennan 
King, — he has never broken it! " 

Whether tba terrible reproach implied In his vrords hicreased 
the stifling anguish in her heart, whether she dared not trmt 
herself to speak, Stephania silently turned to go. But divlnlDg 
her intent, Otto caught at her mantle. 

" Kow by all tbe fiends I " shouted Eckhardt, unable longer 
to restrain himself, dashing between Stephania and the King 
and severing the latter'a hold on the woman — "Sfaice your 
heart is set upon it, I will not harm the — " 

He paused involuntarily. 

For from Otto's eyes flwre flashed upon him such a tei^ 
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ribb look that sTen tba old, practiced 'wanlor stepped baA 
abashed. 

** Speak the word and I will slay you with my own hands I " 
■poke the son of Theophano, and for a moment tobject and 
king faced each other in the dread sUenca with flaming eyes, 
and faces from which every trace of colonr had faded. 

Eckhardt lowered his weapon. 

His countenance betrayed untold anxiety. 

"You invite certain destruction, King Otto," be remon- 
strated with Bubdoed voice. ** What matters it, tf her country- 
men do slay bar ? One serpent the less in Rennet Tour mercy 
leads you to perdition, — what mercy has she shown to you ? " 

Otto bod relapsed into his former state of apathy. 

** She goes vitb us," he said like an automaton, that knows 
but one Bpeech. " Through the secret passage lies her on^ 
■afe^.** 

" She will betray it and you and all of us," gnnried the 
German leader, whose very beard seemed to bristle with wmtfi 
at Otto's obstinacy. 

Otto shrugged his shoulders. 

"I have spoken 1" 

"Guards, close ronndl" Plundered Eckhardt **And 
every d(^ of a Roman who approaches npon any pretext 
whatsoever, — strike him dead without word or parley I " 

The Saxon spearmen who had guarded the approach to the 
avenue gathered hurriedly round them. For at that moment 
the great bell <rf the Caidtol, whose tolling had ceased for a 
time, b^an its clamour anew and the shouts of the masses, 
subdued and bushed during the inteml, rose with increased 
fuiy. They drowned die great sob of anguish, which had 
welled up from Stephania's heart, but when Otto, his attention 
distracted for the nonce by tlie uproar, turned round, tfie 
woman had gone. 

Nor did Eckhardt, inwardly rejidcing over the revelation, 
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grant him one moment's respite. Surrounded t^ his tmg^ 
Saxtm spears, Otto felt himself hurried along towards the gates 
<A his palace, which ttiey reached in safety, the insurrection 
having not yet spread to that region. 

Vainly had he strained his gaze into the haze <rf the moonlit 
night. The end hod come, — Stephania had gone. 

When he reached his chamber, Otto sank senseless on Qm 
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CHAPTER XV 

THE STORM OF CA8TBL SAN ANOBLO 

HE sun of antomn hung Hke 
a bloody circle over Rome, bat 
uemsd to giva neither light nor 
wHimth. The d^ itself pm- 
wnted a seething cauldron of 
rebelllcm. The gates had bean 
closed against the advancing 
Germans and when, vith the 
first streak of davn, Haco had 
arrived under the Marian 
bill with the contingents from Tivoli, they fotmd them- 
selves before a city, which had to be recmiqnared ere they 
could avan join the comparatively weak garrison on tbe 
Aventine, where Otto was a prisoner in his own palace. During 
die night Eckhardt had assayed to reach a place at concealment 
on the Tiburtine road, where he awaited the arrival of his 
forces, which he had immediately maisholled in their respective 
positions. Castel San Angelo rested on an impregnable rock, 
but Eckhardt had sworn a terrible oath, that he would scale 
its walls before the sun of another day rose behind the Alban 
hills; and although a ndn of arrows and bolts, so dense and 
deadly that it threatened to break the line of the assaihmts, 
was poured into the German ranks. It did not stay thdr de- 
termined advance. 

The first line of assault consisted of heavy-armed foot- 
soldiers with round bucklers, short swords and masdve batde- 
azes. Forming in doae plialanz, these men of gigantic ^2*, 
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in banbaito and ronnd helmets, fixed shield to shield like an 
iron wall, advanced in dense array to the charge. They wen 
led on the right wing by the imperial guard, whose huge 
statures, fair long hair and gleaming halbenis formed a strange 
contrast to the lighter arms and the more pliant f onus of the 
defenderB of Castel San Angelo. 

The Roman army, which the Senator had stationed round 
the base of his formidable stronghold, could not withstand the 
shock of this tremendous phalanx, so far heavier in arms and 
numbers, and with all ttieir courage and skill they wavered 
and broke into flight. Kasy were precipitated into the Tiber 
and drowned miserably within sight ot their helpless comrades ; 
most of them were mowed down by the pursuing German 
cavalry or shot by the Gennan archers. 

After the terrible defeat of the Senator's army by the first 
lina of Eckhaxdt's battle-array, the squadrons of the second 
line of battle spread over the plain, preparatory to the last and 
final assault. The vast stronghold of the Senator looked as 
proud and menadng as ever ; reared upon its almost impene- 
trable granite-foundation it formed even at this date one of 
the most powerful fortresses of Western Europe. Its huge 
batttements wen defended with a long chain <tf covered towers, 
from which Albanian bowmen shot down every living thii^, 
that approached the circuit ct its walls. Every attempt to 
scale the lofty stronghold with hidden had during former 
^ges been beaten off with fearful loss, after despente com- 
bats at all hours of day and night. Although he had twice 
stormed the walls of Etome, Eckhardt had never succeeded in 
capturing the fortress, which he must call his own, who would 
be master of the Seven Hills. But the wnth of the Hargrave 
defied every obstacle, laughed to scorn every impediment 
which might ntard his vengeance upon the cuned rabble of 
Rome, those mongnl cun, with whom rabelllon was a pastime 
and for whom oaths existed but to be broken. All day long 
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the Germans had hurled themselves against the massiTe 
walls, sostaining ttrrible losses, while those within the atj 
were equally severe. All day long they had plied their huge 
catapults, which hurled masses of rock and iron into the city 
and fortress, keeping up an incessant bombardment. They also 
used the balista, an immense fixed cross-bar, which shot bolts 
with extraordinary force and predsion upon the batUements, 
whereon nothing living could stand exposed without certain 
destruction. 

Seated moti(mless on his coal-black charger, like some dark 
si^iit of revenge, plainly visible from the ramparts of Castel 
San Angelo, Eckhardt directed the assault of his army at this 
point, or that, according as the utuation required. Many an 
arrow and stone struck the ground close by his side, but he 
seemed to bear a charmed existence and never stirred an inch 
from his chosen vantage ground. Already had a breach bem 
made in one or two places in the base of the walls, yet bad ha 
not given the order to break into tlie city, but seenud to watch 
tor some weak spot in the defences. It waa ver^ng towards 
evening. The besiegers could hear the cries and the rage of 
those within the walls, who dared not remain in the streets 
during the terriflc rain of iron and atones hurled by the German 
machines. Despite their strenuous etEorts, Castel San Angelo 
hurled defiance into the teeth of the Margrave, who demanded 
its surrender, and the task trf capturing the stronghold, other- 
wise than by starving the garrison, seemed to hold oat smaller 
promise with every moment, as the aun hurried on his western 
course. The sky became overcast and the night bade fair to b« 
stormy. 

During the assaults of the day, Eckhardt had many times 
strained his gaze towards the road leading to Tivoli, as if he 
expected some succour from that direction, when, as the sun 
vnis sinking in a crimson haze, a cloud of dust met the general's 
gaze and at the same moment a thunderous shout rose from 
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the imperial hoBts. Drawn by twelve oxen, there appeared at 
the edge of the plain a new engine of assault, which Eckhardt 
had ordered constructed, anticipating an emergency, such as 
the present It had remained with the host in Hvoli, and des[dte 
the comparatively short distance, it had required almost 
twenty-^our hours to draw it over the sloping ground to Rome. 
It was a tower of three stages, constructed of massive beams, 
protected by frames and hides and crowned with a stout roof. 
It was now being rolled forward on broad heavy wheels to 
afford means of scaling the walls. As it slowly approached the 
ramparts of Castel San Aagelo, the assault of the Germans, 
renewed on the whole line of the walls with redoubled fury, 
presented a terrific sight. The catapults and balistae were 
pouring stones, bolts and arrows on the defenders ; the whizring 
of the missiles, the shouts of the assailants, answered by furious 
yells from the walls, the roar of the flames, as here and there 
a house near the city walls caught fire from burning pitch, 
made a truly hifemal din. 

" The turret is ^tbin twenty feet of the walls, — on a level 
witii the ramparts, — fifteen, — ten feet, — down with the 
scaling bridge I " shouted Haco, who was standing by the side 
of Eckhardt. Crashing, the gang-way went from the front 
of the pent house. But as he spoke, the soft earth, whereon 
the turret stood, gave way. The gang-way fell short, the turret 
toppled and split. The besieged hurled on it bolts, rocks, 
boiling pitch and fire balls, and presently it collapsed with a 
sudden crash and fell in a heap, mangting and burying the men 
inside it and beneath it, and at once it blazed up, a mass of 
burning timber. 

" It is, as I feared," said Eckhardt. " No turret l<rfty enough 
to overtop these walls can be brought up to work on ground 
like this. We must resort to the catapults I Let all be brought 
into action at once I " 

The destruction of Uie great, movable turret, on the success 
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of which auch hopes and fears had been placed, caused the 
ranks of assailants and defenders to pause for a space, while 
both were watching the spectacle of the blazing pile. A loll 
ensued in the storm of battle, diuing which Eckhardt, while 
he seemed to direct his men towards a certain pcdnt near the 
walls, never released his gaze from Castel San Angelo. Then 
he gave a whispered order to Haco, who set off at once on its 
execution. An appalling crash rent the sky, as the German 
machines began their simultaneous attack on the walls of 
Rome, while a storming-column, forming under their protec- 
tion, rushed forth towards the gates of the dtr. The strain oa 
ths mind of Eckhardt, who alone knew the intense crisis of 
that moment, was almost unbearable. He must succeed this 
very night; for on the morrow the peremptory order of the 
Electors would recall his forces beyond tlu Alps. There would 
be no respite; there could be no redstance. His only sal- 
vation lay in their undaunted courage and their ignorance 
<rf the impending decree. 

The evening grew more and more sultry. 

At intervals a gust came fl^g, raising the white dust 
and rustlhig in the dying leaves. It passed by, leaving the 
stillness on the Aventine more still than before. Nothing 
was to be heard, save the dull, seemingly subterranean 
growls <rf thunder, and against this low threatuiing and sullen 
roar the pounding of Eckhardt's catapults against the walls. 
At times a flash broke across the clouds; then all stood out 
sharp and clear against the increasing darkness. Only the 
watchflres of Castel San Angelo were reflected hi the slugg^ 
tide of the Tiber, from which rose n<risome odours of back- 
water, rotting fern leaves and decaying wood. 

The Kazza of St. Peter meanwhile presented a singular 

spectacle, congested as it was with a multitude, which, in the 

glare of the Hghtning, resembled <me waving mass of beads, — 

a cornfield before it has been swept by a tornado. It was an 
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infuriated mob, vhich listened to ttie harangue d Benilo, 
interruptiDg the same ever and ever with the hyBtarical 
shout: "Death to the Saxon I Death to the Emperor 1" 

" Blood of St. Johnl " exclaimed an individual in the coarse 
brown garb of a smith, " Why do we bellow here ? Let us 
to the Aventine — to the Aventine 1 " 

His eye met that of n Gobbo the grave-d^er. He 
pounced upon him like an eagle on his prey, shaking him by 
the shoulder. 

"Gobbo I Dog I AssBsrinl Art deaf to good newsl I 
teU thee, there is strife in the city, — some new sedition 1 It 
may be that our friends have conquered — down with the 
tyrant and oppressor I Down ^th the Saxon 1 Down with 
arerythingl" 

And he langlied — a hoarse, mad laughter. 

" We Romans shall yet be free, — think of it, thou villain, — 
a thousand curses on thee I " 

The artisan bad correcfly interpieted the temper of the 
Romans, when be raised bis shout: To the Aventine I To the 
Aventine 1 

" Romans I We give our enemies red war I War to the 
knife I " screamed the speaker at the conclusion of his harangue. 

** Death to the Sax<msl Death to the King! " came the 
answering yell. 

In the midst of all this some partisan of the King ventured 
to reason with the mob. It was impossible to distinguish in 
the ensuing melee, but in the distance a man was being tossed 
and torn by the mob. For a moment his white face rose above 
the sea of heads, with all the despair which a drowning man 
shows, when it rises for the last time above the waves, tlien 
it sank back and something mangled and shapeless was flung 
out into the great Piazza, where it lay still. 

" To the Aventine 1 To the Aventine I " shouted the mob, 

and armed with all sorts of rude weapons they trooped off, 
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brandishing th«ir clubs and staves and shouting confused 
maledictions. 

Count Ludegei of the Palatinate, to ^om Eckhardt had 
entrusted the King's safety, had made sure that all approaches 
were locked and barred, while he bad disposed his spearmen 
and arcbers in such a manner as to make it appear, in tba 
case of assault, that he commanded a much superior number, 
than were actually at his disposal. 

The warlike Count Palatine, who, aroused on an alarm, bad 
instantly equipped himself with casque and sword, stood listan- 
ing to what was passing outude, sniffing the air and rolling 
his eyes as if he desired nothing better than a conflict. Ar- 
ranging his archers round the barred gate, mtb the order to 
hold their bows in readiness, he descended to the entrance 
which was surrounded by a howling mob, who demanded 
admittance or, if denied, declared they would enter by force. 
After having surveyed the assailants through a wicket, and 
having convinced himself tliat they were of the baser class, 
he demanded to speak with the leader of the mob. A surly 
individual, armed with a club, came boldly forward and de- 
manded to see the King. 

" For what purpose ? " asked the Count Palatine. 

" That is, — as we choose I " replied the ruffian. 

By this time the archers had mounted the roof of the palace, 
while Count Ludeger stood in the foreground. To him the 
routing of such a rabble seemed a task not worth speaking of, 
and it was not his intention to parley. He dared not open the 
gates nntU he was prepared to act, therefore mounting a 
balcony in the upper story of the palace, which looked over 
the entrance, he stood fully visible from where the invaders 
stood, whose numbers swelled with every moment. Then 
advancing to the parapet, he made a signal, demanding dlence, 
and spoke in a voice audible to every ear in the throng : 

" Dogst You came hither thinking the palace was defenc*- 
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less. You wish to see the Eiog. Off I Away with your foul 
odours and your yelping throats 1 And if when you have turned 
tail, any cur among you dares bark back, he shall pay for it 
with an arrow through his chine 1 Away with you I " 

The crowd seemed to waver and to look for their leader, 
but the Count Palatine gave them little time. Raising his 
hand he waved a signal to the archers. The low growling and 
snarling of the mob swelled to a yell of terror, as three score 
or more of their number fell under the hail of arrows. At the 
same moment the gate of the palace was thrown open and the 
guards charged the Roman mob with drawn swords, mowing 
down all that were in their patii. Back fell the first rank of 
the rioters, pres^ng against those in the rear, and with an 
outcry of terror the crowd scattered In flight. 

From the balcony of his palace. Otto had witnessed the 
scene whieh had just come to a close. He saw hatred and 
vengeance around him in the eyes of the populace. He knew 
himself to be hated, deserted, betrayed, most unjusdy, most 
cruelly, despite all he had done for the state and the people. 
After the mob had departed, he retreated to bis chamber. 
Here his strength seemed utterly to forsake him. Calling his 
attendants, they took from him his cloak, his diadem, and 
his sword of state, they unlaced the imperial buskins and ^t 
mail, in which he was encased. He seemed eager to fling from 
him his ^ded trappings, while his attendants watched him in 
perplezity and fear. He spoke not, nor gave any sign. 

At length Count Ludeger, presuming tm his high ofiSce, 
broke the ^ence. 

" By the Uothcr of God, we pray you, shake off tliis grief 
and take heed of the manifold perils which surround your 
throne and life. Yon are surrounded witb. traitors, Intrigues 
and plots t And the one — once nearest to your heart is yoor 
greatest foe I " 

Otto raised hla head and glared at tiie speaker like a lion 
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at bay, bat apoke not, and again coveisd his face and sank 
upon the couch. 

The storm clouds gatliering over Rome were scarce as dark 
as those on Count Ladeger*8 brow. For a time intense nlence 
prerailed. At last, carried away by Otto's mate despair, Uie 
Curopalates ventured to approach tlie Eong and whispered a 
word in his ear. 

Otto locdied ap, pale, staring. 

Count Ludeger advanced and knelt before the emperoi. 

" My liege — what sliall I say to the Electon 7 " 

There was a breathless silence. 

Then Otto raised himself erect on his couch. 

" Say to them, — that I urill die in Rome — in Rome — " 

He checked himself and looked round. 

" Leave me I Begone all of youl " be said. " Set double 
guards at the doors at this chamber and admit no one on pain 
of death. — 1 choose to be alone to-night 1 " 

" And may not I even sliare my sovertign's solitude ? " 
questioned Benilo with a hxtk of feigned concern in Us eyes. 

"I wish to be alonel" Otto replied, then he beckoned 
Count Ludeger to his side. After all bad departed, the King 
turned to the Count Palatine. 

" Can we hold out ? " 

The Count's visage reflected deep gloom. 

'* All Rome is in the throes of revolt) All day Eckhardt has 
been pounding tlie walls of Castel San Angeio — to no avail I '* 

" He will storm the traitor's lair," Otto replied, " but then 7 " 
he questioned as one dream-lost. 

Ludeger pointed to Northward. With a deep moan Otto's 
head drooped and the scalding tears streamed down between 
his fingers. Betrayed — betrayed) Hot by Crescentiua, his 
natural, his hereditary foe, but by the woman whom he had 
loved, whom he had worshipped, whom he still loved above 
all else on earth. What was the possession <d Rome, tba rule 
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of the tmivene, to him irithout her? He could picture to 
binueU no happiness away from her. 

When Otto looked ap, Count Ludeger was gone. 

For a time there was stillness, deep, intense. 

A dazzling flash of light, succeeded by a deafening peal of 
thunder, that was like the wrath of a mighty God, — then came 
darkness, the howling of the storm, the sobbing of bells tossed 
and broken by the hurricane, into a wraiUi of dirge, — and 
now, as by some fantastic freak of nature, as Q» wind rose 
higher and higher, the iron tongue of the bell from the Capitol 
came wrangling and discordant through the air, as if tortured 
by some demon of despair. But the bowlings and the tempest 
and ttie roar of the thunder bad a third, most terrible ally tomoke 
that night memorable in Rome. It was the wrath of Eckhaidt, 
the Margrave, as he mardialled his hosts to the assault. Terror- 
stricken the cowardly Romans scattered before the iron 
avalanches that swept down upon them. The scythe oi the 
enraged mower made wide gaps in their Hsts and the dead and 
dying strewed the field tn every direction. Little did Eckhordt 
care how many he mangled and maimed under the fuxrfs of 
his iron-shod charter. Had all Rome beoi but one huge 
funeral pyre, he would have exulted. Rome had not been kind 
to him and the hour of vengeance was at band at last I 

The broken clangotir of the bells cf Rome, the bellowing ot 
the thunder through the valleys, flu howling of the storm — 
and tiie shouts of the storming files of his Germans struck 
Otto*s ear in fitful pauses. 

For this then he had journeyed to Rome! This was to be 
the end of the dream 1 — The man he had trusted was a 
traitort The woman whose kisses still burnt npon.hls lips 
bad «M, betrayed him. The candle sank lower and the 
shadows deepened; but the tempest howled Uke a legion of 
demons over the seven-hilled city of Rome. 

What caused him to raise his head after a period of brooding, 
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Otto ktwv not, nor why the oppoute wall mth its drear filttiiig 
shadows held his gaze spellbound. To his utter discomfiture 
and amazement he saw the Venus panel noiselessly open, a 
shadow glided into the chamber and the panel closed behind iL 

Ere Otto could utter a word, Stephania stood before him. 

He rose and receded before her, as one would before a 
spectre. Hungrily, madly his eyes gazed into her pale face, 
despairingly. A strange fire was alight in her orbs, as once 
more she stood face to face with the youth, whose soul she had 
absorbed as the vampire the soul (rf his victim. 

With fingers tightly interlaced she stood before him, then, 
as he would not speak, she said with a strange smile: 

" You see, — I have come back." 

He made no reply, but receded from her as some evil spirit 
to the farthest nook of the chamber. 

For a time she seemed at a loss how to proceed ; when she 
spoke again, there was a strange, jarring tone in her voice. 

" Fear nothing 1 " she said, a great sadness vibrating in her 
speech. " I came not hither to renew old scenes. What has 
been is past for ever I Strange, that I had to come into your 
life, King Otto, or that you had to cross the line of mine, — 
who is to blame 7 You have once told me that you believe in 
a Force, called Fate. You have convinced me now, — even 
if my own suffering had not." 

" How came you here 7 " Otto spoke, hardly above a whisper. 

Stephania pointed below. 

" Through the secret passagel " 

Otto started. 

" Mother of Christ I " he exclaimed. " Had they seen you 
Uuy would have killed you." 

A smile td disdain curved her lips. 

" I should have welcomed the release." 

" But what do you want here — and at this hour 7 *' 

** Your Saxons are storming Castel San Angelo. By a 
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feigned attack they lured its defenden to a part of tlie nuaparts, 
where no real danger threatened, but to scale the walls on their 
rear. Send a messenger to Eckbaidt to demst. Crescentius 
ia ready to treat for honourable terms." 

If there was indeed truth in her words, the message was lost 
on him, to whom it was conveyed. His heart was dead to the 
voice (rf gladness, as it was dead to any added pang of misery. 

" Thrice the Senator of Rome has broken his word t His fate 
lies with himself I " he replied with a shrug. 

Stephanla's pallor deepened. 

She stared at Otto out of large fear-atruck eyes. 

" Yoo would not give him over to your Saxons 7 " she 
spoke Impulsively. 

" They will take him without that I " 

" Castel San Angelo has never been taken, — it shall never 
be taken I King Otto 1 Think how many of your best soldiers 
will be crushed and maugiad in the assault, — be merci- 
ful 1" 

" Has CrescentiuB been merciful to me 7 I came not hither 
to deprive him of ills own. — I have not struck at the root of 
his life.— He has taken from me the faith in all that is 
human and divine, — and through you I A noble game you 
have played for my soul I You have w(», Stephanial But the 
blood of Crescentius be on his own head I " 

Tliere was a lull in the uproar of the elements mthout; 
but new banks of threatening clouds were hurrying from the 
West, gathering like armies of vengeful spirits over the Seven- 
Hilled City, and shutting ofF every breath of air. 

An oppression throbbing with nameless fears was nptm 
them, — a htish, as if life had ceased. 

Stefdumia, urged by a strange dread, had stepped to the 
high oval window whence a view of Castel San Angelo was to 
be obtained. And as she gazed out into the night with wildly 
throbbnig heart, she grew faint and wide-eyed for terror. A 
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duU roar, like muffled thunder, ceaaelessly recurring, ttw 
temUe shouts ct Eckhardt'a Saxons reached lier ear. 

Would the walls withstand their assault, ere she returned, 
or would the defenders yield under the terrible hail of iroa and 
leave the Senator of Rome to his doom ? Like knells of destiny 
boom upon boom resounded tlirough the wail of the rising gale. 

She pressed her hands despairingly against her temples, ae 
if to calm their tempestuous throbUng, and her lips muttered 
a prayer, while broken vi^ces came through the storm, — 
fragments oi a chant from near-by clt^ters : 

** AveHaria — Gratia Plena — Summa parens clementiae — 
Nocte snrgentes — " 

Otto had tiptoed to Qie doors of the chamber and after 
carefully listening had locked them. The order he had g^ven 
to admit no one would secure for him a few moments (tf 
immunity from interruption from without. Supporting him- 
self agahiat a casement he endeavoured to master the awful 
agony, which upheaved his soul at the sight of the woman who 
had played irith his holiest affections; he tried to speak once, 
twice, but his ttmgue clove to the roof of his mouth. He 
thought he would choke. 

The brazen blast <tf a trumpet from the battlements of 
Castel San Angelo caused him to approach and to stop behiiLd 
Stephania. In the now almost continuous glare (rf the light- 
ning troops could be seen moving slowly along the walls and 
base of the fortress. The air pealed with acclamations. A 
thousand arrows from Fridan bowmen swept the defenders 
from the walls. The battlements were left naked; ladders 
were raised, ropes were slung, axes were brandished; of every 
crevice and projection of the wall the assailants availed diem- 
selves; they climbed on each other's shoulders, they leaped 
from pt^t to point; torches without number were now 
showered on every thing that was combustible. At length a 
stockade near the central defence took fire. 
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They fought no Umgn in darkoesi. The flames rolled 
sheet on sheet upon their heads, mingling their glare with that 
of the hiazing horizon. But the issue was do longer doubtful. 
Castel San Angelo was doomed. Ho longer It vindicated its 
claim to f>eing impregnable. The defenders, reduced in num- 
ber, exhausted by the ever and ever renewed and desperate 
attacks, staring in the face of certain defeat, were becoming 
visibly disheartened. 

Spellbound, both viewed the spectacle, which unfolded 
itself to their awe-struck gaze. But there was no flush of 
victory in Otto's face, no gladness in ids eyes as, sick at the 
tight, he tamed away. His eyes letumed to the woman 
whose half-averted face shone out in the glow of ttie con- 
flagration. Never had it seemed to him so mystic, so unearthly, 
so fair. 

-Tlie storm was drawing nearer; tlte thunder bellowed 
louder through the heavens, the lightning flaslies grew ever 
brighter; the great f>ell f rom the Capitol, tlie lesser bells of 
Rome, still shrieked forth their insistent clamour on the sultry 
air. 

She nlently drew near him, fl^ng bim witii her wtmdrous 
•yes. 

At that moment the lightning rent the clouds and flashed 
on her pale face. A peal of thunder, now quite overhead, 
shook earth and sky, rolling Uirough the air In majestic 
reverberations. Slowly it died away into the great silence, 
now again rent and broken by the German catapults, by the 
renewed shouts of the defenden and assailants. Up to this 
moment Stephania had still hoped that Castel San Angelo 
would defy the united assaults of the storming Saxons; sud- 
denly, however, a shriek broke from her lips, she turned away 
from the window and hid her face in her hands. Then she 
rushed to where Otto was witnessing the progress oi the assault 
ind fell on her knees before him. 
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"Save himl" she moaned, raising her white ciasped 
bands in despairing entreaty, " Save him I Save him I " 

He raised her and, looking into her face, he read durein 
remorse and helpless entreaty. He knew that the moment 
was irrevocahle for both, final and solemn as death. He felt 
he must break the pregnant silence, yet no word came to his 
lips. The more he forced his will, to find a solution, the more 
conscious he became of his own powerleesness and the deptb 
ot the abyss which must divide them for ever more. 

"Save him. Otto — save himi" she moaned, stretching 
out her arms towards him, — " You alone can — youaknM.'* 

He receded from her. 

" I could not save him, even if I would 1 " 

But the woman became frantic in her fear. 

The consciousness of the terrible wrong which Crescentins 
had suffered at her hands, though the most subtle scrutiny of 
ber heart failed to accuse her of a deed, unirortby herself, 
the unwitting Instrument of Fate, added to her despair. She 
must save the Senator of Rome, even if she should herself pay 
the penalty cd tbe crime of high treason, of which he stood 
accused. 

" You mil not have it said that you crushed your foe under 
your heels," she cried. " You are too kind, too generous, — 
Ottol The Senator's resistance is broken. He could not rise 
a fourth time, if he would — you have conquered. Otto, — for 
my sake, — by the memoiy of the past — " 

He raised his arms. Now he was liimself. 

" Stop I " he said. " Why conjure up that memoiy which 
you have so cruelly pmstmed and defiled ? There was nodiing, 
— even to life itsetf, — that I would not have gjiven to yon 
in exchange for your love — " 

" But that it was not mine to give I " she moaned. " Can 
you not see ? " 

"Yott should have remembered that, en you slowly ^^ 
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mutij wove yoor net of deception ronnd m; heart. I loved 
yool Foe of mine, u I knew yon to be, I trusted you 1 See, 
how you have requited this trust 1 See, what you have made 
of mel You but entered my Ufe to wreck itl Once I loved 
the faouiB and the days and the nights and the stars, now my 
heart is a burnt-out volcano. And you who have taken all 
my life from me, now come to me crying for mercy for him, who 
showed such wondrous mercy for mel And you too — youl 
Did no pity ever rater your bwirt, when yon saw that you were 
mercilessly chaining my life to despair ? And after you re- 
vealed yourself his instrument, — Stephania, are yon so mad 
as to think, that I would save the man who insidiously wrecked 
my life ? " 

Almost frozen with horror Stephania had listened to the voice 
she loved so well. The card she had played, the appeal to his 
generous nature, had lost. She might have foreseen it. But 
her wondrous beauty still exercised its fatal spell. The moments 
were flying. She must save Crescentius from Eckhaidt's 
wrath. 

" Tou once told me that you loved me," she spoke with 
choked, dry throat. " You accuse me of having deceived 
you — ah I how little versed you are in reading a woman's 
heartl" 

And approaching him as oi old, she took his hands into 
hers. 

" What do you mean ? " Otto replied, while her touch sent 
ttie hot blood hurtling through his veins. " Some new conceit, 
to gain your end ? " 

She shook her head, while she gazed despairingly toward the 
Senator's last defence. 

" Th^ is not tlie time," she gasped. " On every moment 

hangs a life I Otto, save him I Save him for my sake I Can 

you not see that I love you 7 Think you, else I should t>e 

here ? Can you not see that this is my last atonement ? Oh^ 
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do not let ma be goil^ ot tbis too 1 Save him* — save him, 
era It is too lata I " she moaned, kneeling without releasing his 
Ti fi ifi rf ff, on which she rested her head. "Save him, — save 
him, King Otto — or his blood be on your head I " 

" On my head ? On my head ? " azdaimed Otto. " heaven 
that has witnessed your unfathomable treachery can never 
ratify this invocation I Never I If ever 1 ** 

She gUnced up despairingly. 

"Otto — ha knows alll AllI I saw it in his looks — though 
be never spoke. — He knows — tiiat — I love you!'* 

" Than you do love ma ? " Otto repUed with large wondering 
eyes. 

" Ask your own heart, — it will answer for mine I " 

" Then if you love me, — be mine, — my wife, — my 
queen!" 

" How can I answer yon at this moment, how can 1 7 
Look yonder, — the stockades are afire, — your Saxons are 
scaling the walls, — Otto, — will you have it said that you 
killed him to possess ma ? '* 

He snatched his hands away from her. 

"But how can I save him, Stephania ? — Collect your 
woman's wit I How can I ? '* 

"Oh, how they swarm on the parapets! " she moaned. 
" Harcy, King Otto, — ere it be too late I " 

" Let not the K^g know the mercy in Otto's heart," he 
replied between irresolution and resentment. " But how Can 
I reach Eckbardt ? And think you my messenger would move 
him ? Think you, he would listen to me 7 " 

" You are the sovereign! The Kingl Have you none that 
you can send, that you can trust 7 Voat, fleet of foot and 
discreet 7 " 

Otto pondered. 

Stephania's gaze was riveted on his face, as the eye of 
the criminal about to be condemned, hangs on the countananca 
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of hit judge, who speaks the sentence. At this moment loud 
shouts came through the storm. The Germans were hoisting 
new ladders for the assault. Id the glare of the conflagration 
and Ha incessant lightning they could be discerned swarming 
like ants. 

Castel San Angfllo appeared doomed indeed. 

Otto pushed Stepliania into a recess, Qua he made one 
bound towards the door, la the anteroom sat Bentlo, the 
Chamberlain. His usually placid countenance seemed in the 
Uiroes of a tremendous strain. Which way would the scales 
nnk in the balance 7 A straw might turn the tide <rf Fate. 
Benilo waited. He held the last card in the great game. He 
would only play it at the last moment. 

As Otto appeared on the threshold, he glanced up, then arose 
hurriedly. 

" Victory is crowning your arms, Kii^ Ottol " he fawned, 
pointing in the legicm of the assault. " Sotm your hereditary 
foe will be a myth — a — " 

Otto waved iiis hand Impatiently. 

" Hasten to Castel San Angelo, — take the secret pas- 
sage I — You may yet arrive in time to place this order in 
Eckhardt's bands I — Hurry — tm every moment hangs a 
life." 

** A life," gasped the Chamberlain. " Whose life ? " 

"The Senator's!" 

" Ahl It is the order for his executioni " Benilo extended 
his hand, to receive the scroll, while a strange flie gleamed 
in his eyes. He had waited wisely. 

" It is the order for Eckhardt, — to spare him 1 Hasten I 
Lose not a moment 1 Through the secret passage I " 

Benilo stared in Otto's face as if he thought he had gone 
mad. 

" Spare Crescentius 7 Your enemy ? Spare the ^per, that 
lias thrice stung you irith its poison fang ? " 
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** I implora yoo by otir friendship, — go I — I viU eqilain 
all to you at a fitter hourj — now tfaers is not time." 

** Spare Ciescentius t " Bmilo repeated as if lie were still 
mable to ziasp tbo &ieani&K> 

" The Senator's men will Lay no impediment in your way, — 
and to my Germans you are known. — You will, — you most 
— arrive in time — I pray you hasten — be gone — •* 

A sudden light (rf understanding seemed to flash athwart 
Benilo's pale features. Through the open door he had seen a 
woman's gown. 

Snatching up his skuU-cap, he placed the order intrusted 
to him inside his doublet. 

" I hasten," he spoke. " Hot a moment shall be lost I " 

And rushing out of the chamber, he disappeared. 

Stephania had listened in awestruck wonder. What was 
die friend of the Senator, the man who had counselled the up- 
riang, doing in the imperial ante-chamber at this hour? 
But, — perchance this was but another mesh in the great 
web of intrigue, which the Romans had spun round their 
unsuspecting foes. Perhaps, — she trembled, as she thought 
out the thought, — he was to seize the King, if Crescentius 
was victorious. He had never left the youth. — Had the 
Chamberlain become his sovereign's jailer ? The ideas rushed 
confusedly through her brain, where but the one faint hope 
still glimmered, that Crescentius would escape his doom. 

When Otto entered, she held out both hands to him. 

" How can I thank you 1 " 

He warded them off, and stepped to the window, whence the 
progress of the assault could be watched in the mtermittent 
flashes of lightning. The raging storm had temporarily 
drowned the signals and cries of the combatants, but though 
the clouds hung low and heavily freighted over the ci^, not 
a drop of rain fell. The lightning became more incessant; 
soon it seemed as if the entire horizon was ablaze and the 
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thunder bellowed in one continuous roar over the Seven 
Hills. 

Stephania had stepped to Otto's side. 

*' I must go," she said ^th indescribable moumfolness in 
her tones. " Hy place is by his side I Living — or dead I 
Farewell, King Otto, and for^ve — if you can I " 

She stretched out her hands towards him. It seemed to 
him, as if a dark veil was suddenly drawn before his eyes. De- 
SfU» the lightning there was nothing but a great dailmess 
around him. His victoiy would cause a wider, more abysmal 
gulf between tbem than his defeat 

If she went from him in this hour, be knew they would never 
meet <m earth again. 

At her words he turned and vainly endeavouring to steady 
his voice, he spoke. 

" Stephania, — I cannot let you go I Remain here, until 
the worst is over 1 It would mean certain death to you, if my 
men discovered you, — snd perhaps you would hardly escape 
a mmilar fate at the hands <rf your own countrymen." 

She shook her head. 

" Hy place is by his side, — no matter what befallt B I 
am killed, — never was deatti more welcome I Farewell, Otto 
— farewell — " 

Her vnce broke. She covered her face with her hands and 
sobbed piteously. 

He drew them down irith gentle force. 

'* It is not my purpose to detain you here I All I ask of you, 
is to wait, until my order has bad time to reach Eckhardt. 
After the Senator has yielded, — you may go to him, — I will 
then myself have you escorted to Castel San Angelo. For the 
sake of the past, — waitl" 

"The past! The past I That can never, never be re- 
i^vedl" she moaned. "Oh, that I were dead, that I were 
deadt" 
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He took ber in his aims. 

*' My love, — my own, — I cannot hoar you speak thus — 
take courage) I have long forgiven yout " 

Her head rested on his shooldeis. For a moment they seemed 
to have forgotten the world and all around them. 

Suddenly the rush of mailed feet resounded in the ante-room. 
The door of the chamber was unceremonious^ thrust open 
and HacOfCaptain of the imperial guard,entered the apartment, 
recoiling almost as quickly as he had done so, at the unexpected 
sight which met his gaze. 

" How dare you 7 " Otto accosted him with flaming eyes, 
while Stephania had retreated into the shadows, covering her 
face, vbich was pale as death, with her hands. 

Eckhardt's envoy prostrated himself before the King. 

" I crave the King's pardfm — it was my Lord Eckhardt's 
command to cany straight and unannounced the tidings to 
the King's ear — your hosts have stormed Csstel San Angdo! 
Tour enemy Is do morel " 

" Rise I " thundered Otto, while Stephania had rushed with 
a pitiful moan of anguish from her retreat, and was gazing at 
Qit messenger, as if life and death sat on his lips. " What 
do you mean ? " 

But ere the man could answer, a terrible shriek by his dde 
caused Otto to start. Stephania had rushed to the window. 
Following the direction of her gaze, his heart sank within him 
iritb the weight of his own despair. 

A body was seen swinging from the ramparts, — it needed 
neither soothsayer nor prophet to explain what had befallen. 

Eckhardt had kept his oath. 

** When the imperial Chamberlain told him that you were 
here with the King," Haco addressed the woman, who stared 
with wide-eyed despair from one to the other, " Crescentius 
cluuged in person the invadii^ hosts. Struck down twice, 
he staggered again to his feet, fighting like a madman in the 
394 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE STORM OF SAN ANGELO 

facs ot certain deatti and against fearful odds. When he fell 
the third time, Eckhardt ordered him suspended from the 
battlements — - to save him the trouble of rising again 1 " tlie 
captain concluded In grim humour. 

" What of my pardon for the Senator ? " gasped Otto. 

" I know of no pardon," replied Haco. 

" The paidm at which Benilo was the bearer," Otto repeated. 

Haco stared at the King, as if he thought him demented. 

" It was the order for the Senator's execution, which the 
Chamberlain placed in Eckhardt's band," he replied, " to tahe 
place immediately upon his capture." 

"Ah I This is your work then I" Stephania broke the 
terrible ralence, which hung over them like sospended des- 
tinies, — creeping towards Otto and pointing to the ramparts 
of Castel San Angelo, on which the imperial standard was be- 
ing hoisted. " This you have done to me I — You have 
lied to me, detaining me here when I should have been 
with him, — whose dying hour I have filled with a despair 
that all eternity cannot alleviate, — let me go — I tell you, let 
me go I Fiend 1 traitor, — let me go I " 

She fought him in wild despair. 

Otto had barred her way. Releasing her, he looked straight 
into her eyes. 

" Your own heart tells you, Stephania, this is the work of 
a traitor, — not mine I " 

She gazed at him one moment. She knew his words to be 
true. But she would not listen to the voice of reason, when 
her conscience doubly smote her. 

"Let me go I" she shrieked. "Let me go I Uy place is 
by the side of him you have foully slain, — murdered — 
after luring me away from him in his dying hour." 

" You know not what you say, Stephania. Your giief has 
maddened you I Is not the word of the King assurance enough, 
that he himaelf is the victim of some as yet unfathomable 
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deceit ? By the memory of my mother I swear to you — I 
never wrote that order! Remain here until I hear from Eck- 
hardt, — your safety — " 

" Who tells you that I wish to be saved ? " she cried like a 
lioness at bay. " Remain here with you, whose hands are 
stained with his blood ? ITot another moment 1 You have 
no claim on Stephania I A ciimson gulf has swallowed up 
the past and his shade divides us in death as it has divided 
us in life I You shall never boast that you have conquered the 
wife of the Senator of Rome I ** 

" Stephania." 

He raised his arms entreatin^y. 

She sprang at him to gain the entrance to the Ventis panel, 
which he covered with his person. For a moment he held her 
at bay, then she pushed him aside, rushed past him and 
disappeared in the dai^ passage, the door of which dosed 
behind her with a sharp clang. Sbe vanished in the subter- 
ranean gloom. 

Haco bad silently witnessed the scene. 

Otto seemed to have fo^otten liis presence, when turning 
he found himself face to face with the trusty Saxon. 

" IHd you say — execution ? " he addrened the man, his 
brain whirling. 

" Signed by the King I " come the laconic reply. 

" You may gol Bid Eckhaidt repair Iiither at the earliest! " 

Haco departed. Broken in mind and sinrlt Otto remained 
alone, ^ctory had crowned Iiis cause, — but Death reigned 
in his heart. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THK FORFBIT 

SESCEHTinS was dsod. Ste- 
phania'B fate was left to the 
surmise of the victors. Since 
she had parted from Otto la ttiat 
eventful night, no oaa had seen 
the beautiful wife of the luckless 
Lord of Castel San Angelo. 
Eckhardt was gloomier than 
ever. The stonn of the ancient 
mausoleum had been accom- 
plished with a terrible loss to the victors. The Romans, awed 
for a time into sitbmisnon, showed ever new symptoms <A 
dissatisfaction, and it was evident that in the event of a new 
outbreak, the small band constituting the emperor's body- 
guard would not be able to hold out against the enmity of the 
conquered. The monkish processions continued day and night, 
and as the Hilleimium drew nearer and nearer the frenzied 
fervour of the masses rose to fever he^ht. Fear and appre- 
hendon increased with the impending hour, the hour that 
should witness the End of Time and the final judgment of God. 
Snce the stonn of Castel San Angelo, Otto had locked him- 
self in his chamber in the palace on the Aventine. No tme save 
Benilo, Eckhardt and Sylvester, the silver-baired pontiff, had 
access to his person, Benilo had so far succeeded in purging 
himself from the stain of treason, which climg to him since the 
summary execution of Crescentius, that he had been entirely 
restored into Otto's confidence and favour. It was not difScult 
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for (me, gifted with his consummate art ot dissimulation, to 
convince Otto, that in the heat of combat, the passions inflamed 
to ferer-heat, his general had mistaken the order ; and Eck- 
hardt, when que8ti<med thereon, exhibited such unequivocal 
disgust, even to the point of fladyrefusing to discuss the mattei, 
that Benilo appeared in a manner justified, the more so, as 
the order itself could not be produced against him, Eckhardt 
having cast it into the flames. His vengeance had not however 
been satisfied widi the death of Crescentius alone, for on the 
morning after the capture of the fortress, eleven bodies were to 
be seen swinging from the gibbets on Uonte Halo, the carcasses 
of those who in a fatal hour had pledged themselves to the 
Senator's support. 

So far the Chamberlain's victory seemed complete. 

Crescentius and the barons inimical to his schemes were 
destroyed. There now remained but Otto and Eckhardt, and 
a handful of Saxons; for the main body of the army had 
marched Northward with Count Ludeger of the Palatinate, who 
had exhausted every effort to induce Otto to follow him. Had 
Crescentius beaten off Eckhardt's assault, Benilo would hi Qmt 
fatal night have condgned his imperial friend to the dungeons 
of Castel San Angelo. For this he had assiduously watched in 
the ante-chamber. At a dgnal a chosen body of men stati<med 
in the gardens below were to seize the German King and huny 
him through the secret passage to Hadrian's tomb. 

There now remained but one problem to deal \rith. With 
the removal of the last impediment, arrived <m the last stepping 
stone to the realization of his ambition, Benilo could offer 
Theodora what in the delirium of anticipated possessioD he 
bad promised, with no intention of fulfilling. He had not 
then reckoned with the woman's terrible temper, he had not 
reckcmed with the blood of Harozia. She had by stages roused 
her discarded lover's jealousy to a delirit^m, which had vented 
itself in the mad wager, which be must win — or perish. 
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But one day remamed until the full <tf the mocm, but one 
day within vbich Theodora might make good her boast. 
Bemilo, who had her carefully watched, knew that Eckbardt had 
not revitited tiie groves, he had even reastm to believe that 
Theodora had abandoned every effort to that end. Was she at 
last convinced ot die futility of her endeavour ? Or had she 
some other scheme in mind, which she kept carefully con- 
cealed ? The Chamberlain felt ill at ease. 

As for Eckhardt, he should never leave the groves a living 
man. Victor or vanquished, he was doomed. Then Otto was 
at his mercy. He would deal with the youth according to 
the dictates of the hour. 

When Benito had on that morning parted from Otto in the 
peristyle ot the " Golden House " on the Aventine, he knew 
that sombre exultation, which follows upon triumph in evil. 
Hedtandes were now at an end. Ho longer could he be dis- 
tracted between two de^res. In his eye, at the memory ot 
the woman, for whom ha had damned himself, there glowed 
the fire of a fiendish joy. Not ^thout inner detriment had 
Benilo accustomed himself for years to wear a double face. 
Even had his purposes been pure, the habit of assiduous 
perfidy, of elaborate falsehood, could not leave his countenance 
nntainted. A traitor for his own ends, he found himself 
moiring in no imfatntlinr element, and all his energies now 
centred themselves upon the achievement of his crime, to 
him a crime no longer from the instant that he had iiremstibly 
mlledit. 

On fire to his finger-tips, he could yet reason with the 
coldest clarity of thought. Having betrayed his imperial 
friend so far, he must needs betray him to the eztremi^ of 
traltorhood. He must lead Eckhardt on to the fatal brink, 
then deliver the decisive blow which should destroy both. 
But a blacker thought than any he had yet nurtured began 
to stir in his mind, raising its bead like a viper. Could he 
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but discover Stephanial Then indeed his triumph would be 
complete I 

On that pcdnt alone Otto had maintained a silence as of the 
grave even towarda the Chamberlain, to whom he was wont 
to lay bare fba innermost recesses of his soul. Never in his 
presence had he even breathed Stephonia's name. Yet Benilo 
had Been the wife of the Senator in the King's chamber in the 
eventful night of die storm of Castel San Angelo, and his 
serpent-wisdom was not to be decoyed with pretexts, regarding 
the true cause of Otto's iUness and devouring grief. 

But lust-bitten to madness, the thoughts uppermost in 
Benilo's mind reverted ever to the wager, — to die woman. 
Theodora must be his, at any, at every cost. But one day 
now remained till the hour; — he winced at the thought. 
Vainly he reminded himself that evm therein lay the greater 
chance. How much might happen in the brief eternity <rf one 
day; how much, if the opportunitiea were but tuned to 
proper account. But was it vrise to wait the fatal hour? 
He had not had speech with Theodora since she had laid the 
whip-lash on his cheek. The blowstill smarted and the memory 
of the deadly insult stimg him to immediate action. Once 
more he would bend his stops to her presence ; once more he 
would try what persuasion might do; then, should fortune 
■mile upon him, should the woman relent, he would have 
removed from his path the greater peril, and be prepared to 
deal '^tb every emergency. 

How be lived through the day he knew not. Hour after 
hour crawled by, an eternity of harnnring suspense. And 
even while wishing for the day's end, he dreaded the coining 
of the night. 

While Benilo was thus weighing the chances of success, 
Theodora sat in her ^ded chamber brooding with wildly 
beating heart over what the future held hi ite tighdy closed 
band. The hour was approachii^, when slie most win the 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE FORFEIT 

fatal wager, else — she dared not think oat the thought. 
Would the memory of Eckhardt sleep m the cradle of a darker 
memory, which she herself must leave behind ? As in response 
to her unspoken query a shout of laughter rose from the groves 
and Theodora listened whitening to the lips. She knew the 
hated sound oS Rozane's voice; with a gesture <tf profound 
Irritation and disgust, she rose and fled to the safety of her 
remotest chamber, where she dropped upon an ottoman in 
utter weariness. Oh I not to have to listen to these sounds 
on Oils evening of all, — on this evening on which hung the 
fate ct her life I Her mind was made up. She could stand 
the terrible strain no hmger. One by one she had seen those 
vanish, whom in a moment of senseless f<dly she had called 
her friends. Only one would not vanish; one who seemed to 
emerge hale from every trap, which the hunter had laid, — 
her betrayer, — her tormentor, he who on this very eve would 
feast hia eyes on her vanquished pride, he, who hoped to fold 
her this very night in his odious embrace. The very thought 
was worse than death. To what a life had his villainy, his 
treachery consigned her I Days of anguish and fear, nights 
of dread and remorse 1 Her life had been a curse. She had 
brought misfortune and disaster upon tba heads of all, who 
had loved her; the accursed wanton blood of Harozia, which 
couraed through her veins, had tainted her even before her 
birth. There was but one atonement — Death I She had 
abandoned the wager. But she had despatched her strange 
counsellor, Hezilo, to seek out Eckhardt and to conduct him 
this very night to her presence. How be accomplished it, she 
cared not, little guessing the bait be possessed in a knowledge 
she did not suspect. She would confess everything to him, — 
her life would pay the forfeit; — she would be at rest, where 
she might nevermore behold the devilish face of her tormentor. 
With a fixed, almost vacant stare, her eyes were riveted on 
the door, as if every moment site expected to see the one man 
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enter, whom she most feared in tbis hour and for vhom she 
moat longed. 

"This then Is the endl This the endl" she sobbed con- 
vuluvefy, setting her teeth deep into the cushions in which 
she hid her face, while a torrent of scalding tears, the 
first she had shed in years, rushed from her half-dosed 
eyelids. 

From the path she had chosen, there led no way back into 
tbe world. 

She had played the great game of life and she had lost. 

She might tiave worn its chtncest crown in tlie love of the 
man whom she had deceived, discarded, betrayed, and now it 
was too late. 

But if Eckhardt should not come ? 

U the liaiper should not succeed ? 

Again she relapsed into her rererie. She almost wished his 
mis^on would fail. Siie almost wished that Eckhardt would 
refuse to again accompany him to the groves. Again she 
relived the scene of that night, when he had laid bare her arm 
in the search for the fatal birth-mark. The terrible ezpresslon 
wliich liad passed into his eyes had haunted her night and day. 
A deadly fear of him seized her. 

She dared not remain. Slie dared not face him again. The 
very ground she trod seemed to scorch her feet. She must 
away. 

The morrow should find her far from Rome. 

The thought seemed to imbue her with new energy and 
strength. How she wished this night were ended I Again the 
shouts and laughter from the gardens beneath her window 
broke on her ear. Slie closed the blinds to exclude the sounds. 
But they would not be excluded. Ever and ever they continued 
to mock her. The air was hot and sultry even to suffocation : 
still she must prepare the most necessary things for her journey, 
all the precious gems and stones which would be considered a 
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WBleome offering at any cloister. These she concealed in a 
mantle in which she would escape unheeded and unnoticed 
from these halls, over which she had lorded with her dire, evil 
beauty. 

She had scarcely completed her pieparaticmB when the soond 
of footsteps behind the curtain caused her to start with a low 
outcry of fear. Everything was an object of terror to her now 
and she had barely regained her seU-poaseasion whoi ttie 
parting draperies revealed the hated presence d Benilo. 

For a moment they faced each other in ^ence. 

With a withering smile on hia thin, compressed lips, die 
Chamberlain bowed. 

" I was informed you were awaiting some one," he said with 
ill-concealed mockery in his tones. " I am here to witness 
your conquest, to pay my forfeit, — or to claim it." 

Theodora with difficulty retained her composure; yet she 
endeavoured to appear unconcerned and to conceal her pur- 
pose. Her eyelids narrowed as she regarded the man who 
had destroyed her life. Then she replied: 

" There is no wager." 

Boiilo started. 

*' What do you mean ? " 

" There was once a man who betrayed hla master for thirty 
pieces of ^ver. But when his master was taken, be cast the 
m<mey on tlie floor of the temple, went forth and hanged 
himself." 

" I do not understand you." 

A look of unutterable loathing passed into her eyes. 

" Enough that I might have reconquered the man, — Qie 
love I once despised, had I wished to enter again into his life, 
the vile thing I am — " 

Benilo leered upon her with an evil smile. 

" How like Xrinevra of old," he sneered. " Scmides of 
~ OCA, that make the devils laugh," 
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She did not heed bim. One tbonf^t alone held uppennost 
sway in her miiid. 

" To-moiTov," She said, ** I leave Rome for ever." 

With a stifled curse the Chamberioin started up. 

"With him? Never!" 

" I did not say with him." 

" Hoi " he retorted venomously. " Bat for once the trotii 
had trapped the falsehood on your tongue." 

She ignored his brutal speech. He watched her narrowly. 
As she made no reply he continued: 

** Deem you that I would let you go back to him, even if 
be did not spurn you, the thing you are ? Ton think to deceive 
me by telling me that the hot blood of Karozia has been 
chilled to that of a nun 7 Aliel A thousand lies I Tourvirtuel 
This for the virtue of such as you," and be snapped his fingers 
into her white face. " The virtue of a serpent, — of a wan- 
ton — " 

There was a dangerous glitter in her eyes. 

Her voice sounded hardly above a whisper as she turned upon 
him. 

"Monster, you — who have wrecked my life, destroyed 
Its holiest ties and glory in tba deedl Honster, wlio made 
my days a torture and my mghts a curse I I could ^y you with 
my own handsl " 

He laughed; a harsh grating lau^. 

" What a charming Hary of Magdalal ** 

Ber voice was cold as steel. 

**Benilo, — I warn you — stopi" 

But his rage, at finding himself baffled at the last moment, 
caused the Chamberlain to overstep the last limits of prudence 
and reserve. With the stealthy step of the tiger be drew nearer. 

" Tou tell me in that l^g, fawning voice of yours that 
to-morrow yon will leave Rome, — to go to him ? To give him 
the love which is mine, — mine — -by the redeemed gaogs vt 
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the lepiilchn ? And I tall yon, you shall noti Hin« yon 
are, — and mine yon shall remain 1 Though," he conclttded, 
breathing hard, " you shall be meek enough, when, learning 
from my own lips what manner of saint you are, he has cast 
you forth in the street, among your kind I And I swear by the 
host, I will go to him and tell himi " 

She advanced a step towards him, her eyes glowing with a 
feverish lustre. Her white hands were upon her bosom as if 
to calm its tempestuous heaving. 

He heeded it not, feasting his eyes on her great beauty with 
the inflamed lust of the libertine. 

" I will save yon the trouble," she said calmly, " I will 
tell him myself." 

" And what will yon tell him ? That he has espoused one 
of the harlot brood of Uarozia, one, who has sold bis honoor — 
defiled his bed — " 

" And slain the fiend who betrayed berl " 

Awild shriek, a tussle, — a choked outcry, — she struck — 
once, twice, thrice: — for a moment his hands wildly beat the 
air, then he reeled backward, lurched and fell, his head striking 
the hard marble floor. 

The bloody weapon fell from Theodora's trembling hands. 

" Avenged I " she gasped, staring with terrible fasdnatioo at 
the spot vliere be lay. 

Benilo had raised bimsetf upon bis arm, fixing his wild blood- 
shot eyes on the woman. He attempted to rise, — another 
moment, and the death rattle was in his throat. He fell back 
and expired. 

Tbtn was no pi^ in Theodora's eyes, only a great, nameless 
fear as she looked down upon him where he lay. It had grown 
dark in the chamber. The blue moon-mist poured hi through 
the muTow casement, and with it came the chimes from remote 
cloisters, floating as it were on the nlence of night, cleaving 
the darkness, as it is cloven by a falling star. Theodora's 
405 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OP ROME 

licftrt was beating, as if it must break. Ligbtmg a candle she 
Bof tly opened tiie door and made her vay through a labyrinth of 
passages and corridors in which her steps re-echoed from the 
high vaulted ceilings. Farther and fartlier she wandered away 
from the inhabited part of the building, when her ear suddenly 
caught a metallic sound, sharp, like the striking of a gong. 

For a moment she remained rooted to the spot, staring 
straight before her as one dazed. Then she retraced her steps 
towards the Pavilion, whence came singing voices and soimds 
(rf high revels. 

Sometime after she had left her chamber, two Africans 
entered it, picked up the lifeless body of ttie Chamberlain, and, 
after carrying it to a remote part of the building, flung it into 
the river. 

The yellow Tiber hissed in white foam over the spot, where 
Benilo sank. The mad current dragged his body down to the 
slime of the river-bed, picked it up again in ite swirl, tossed it 
in mocking sport from one foam-crested wave to another, and 
finally fltmg it, to rot, on some lonely bank, where the gulls 
screamed above it and the gray foxes of the Maremmas gnawed 
and snapped and snarled over the bleached bones in the moon- 
light. 
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HILE these events, bo closely 
touching his own life, trans- 
pired in the Groves of Theodora, 
while a triple traitor met his 
long-deferred doom, and a 
trembling woman cowered fear- 
struck and tortured by terrible 
forebodings in her chambers, 
Eckhardt sat in the shaded 
loggia of his palace, brooding 
over the great mystery of his life and Its impending solution; 
meditating upon his course in the final act of the weird drama. 
But one resolution stood out clearly defined in all the chaos 
of his thoughts. He would not leave Rome ere he had broken 
down behind him every bridge leading back into the past. 

It had been a day such as the oldest inhaUtants of Rome 
remembered ncme at this late season. The very heavens 
seemed to smoke with heat. The grass in the gardens was dry 
and brittle, as if it had been scorched by passing flames. A 
singularly profound stillness reigned everywhere, there being 
not the slightest breeze to stir the faintest rustle among the 
dry foliage. 

How long Eckhardt had thus been lost in vague specula- 
tions on the impending crius of his life he scarcely knew, 
when the sound of footsteps approaching over the gravel path 
caused him to shake off the spell which was heavy upon him, 
and to peer through the interstices <rf the vines in quest <rf the 
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nsw-comer wbo won the garb of a monk, the cowl drawn over 
his face rither for protectton against the heat, or to evade 
recognition. Yet no sooner had be set foot in the vineshaded 
loggja, than Eckbardt arose from his seat, eager, ttreathless. 

" At last I " he gasped, extending his band, which the other 
grasped in ^lence. "Atlastl" 

" At lastl " said Hezilo. 

The word seemed fraught with destinies. 

" Is the time at hand 7 " queried Eckbardt. 

« To-night 1" 

A groan broke from the Haigrave's lips. 

"To-night I" 

Then he beck<med his risitor to a seat 

" I have come to fulfil my promise," spdie He^o. 

'■ TeU me alll " 

Heslo nodded; yet he seemed at a loss bow to conunence. 
After a pause he began bis tale in a voice strangely vend of 
inflection, like that of an automaton gifted with speedi. 

I>welling briefly on the events of bis own life from the time 
of his arrival in Rome with the motherless girl Angiola, <m 
her chance meeting ^tb Benilo and the latter's pretence (A 
interest in his child, Henlo touched upon the Chamberlain's 
clandestine visits at the convent, where he had placed her, 
upon the ^I's strange fascination for the courtier, the latter*s 
promises and advances, culminating in An^la's abduction. 
After having betrayed bis credulous nctim, tlis Chamberlain 
had revealed himself the fiend he was by causing her to be 
concealed in an old ruin, and, to secure immunity for himself, 
he had her deprived of the ^ht of her eyes. In a vt^ce restmant 
with the echoes of despair, Hezilo described the long and 
fruitiess hmit for his lost child, of whose whereabouts the dis- 
consolate nuns at the convent disd^med all knowledge, till 
chance had guided him to the place of Angiola's ccmcealment, 
in the person of an old crone, whom be bad surprised among 
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the niins of the ill-famed temple of IsU, whither she carried 
food to the blind girl at certain hours of the day. At the point of 
his dagger he had forced a confession and by a sufficiently 
large bribe purchased her silence regarding his discovery. 
The rest was known to Eckhardt, who had witnessed Angola's 
rescue from her dismal prison, as he had been present in her 
dying hour. 

There was a long silence between them. Then Hedlo 
continued his account. Step for step he had fastened Mmsetf 
to the heels <rf the betrayer of his child, whose name the crone 
had revealed to him. Again and again he might have destroyed 
the libertine, had he not reserved him for a more sommary 
and terrible execution. He had discovered Benilo's illidt 
amour with one Theodora, a woman of great beauty but of 
mysterious origin, who had established her wanton court at 
Rome. As a wandering minstrel Herilo had found there a 
ready welcome, and had in time gained her confidence and ear. 

Eckhardfs senses began to reel as he listened to the revela- 
tions now poured into his ears. Much, which the confesdon 
of the dying wretch in the rock-caves under the Gemonian 
stairs had left obscure, was now illmnined, as a dark landscape 
by lightnings fom a distant cloud-bank. Ginevia's smoulder- 
ing discontent with Eckhardfs seeming lack of ambition, her 
hiordinate desire for power, — the Chamberlain's covert 
advances and veiled promises, aided by his chance discovery 
of her descent from Harozia; their conspiracy, culminating 
in the woman's simulated illness and death; the substitution 
of a strange body in the coffin, which had been sealed under 
pretence of premature decay, — Ginevra's flight to a convent, 
where she remained concealed till after Eckhardfs departure 
from Rome: — from stage to stage Herilo proceeded in bis 
strange untmpasdoned tale, a tale which caused his listener's 
brain to spin and his senses to reel. 

The monk ctmdocting the last rites, having chanced upon the 
409 



Digmzefl by Google 



THE SORCERESS OF ROME 

fraud, had been promised nothing less than the Triple Tiam 
of St. Peter as reward for bis silence and complicity, as soon as 
Oinevia should have come into her own. Continuing, Healo 
touched upon Ginevra's reappearance in Rome under the name 
of Theodora; on the Chamberlain's betrayal of the woman. 
He dwelt on the events leading up to the wager and the forfeit, 
the woman's share in luring Eckhardt from the Basilica, and 
Benilo's attempt to poison him at the fateful meeting in die 
Grotto. He concluded by pointing out the Chamberlain's utter 
desperatioa and the woman's mortal fear, — and Eckhardt 
listened as one dazed. 

Then Hezilo briefly outlined his plans for the night. 

Echhardt's destruction had been decreed by the Chamber- 
lain and nothing short of a miracle could save him. The 
utmost caution and secrecy were required, BeuUo, whose 
attention would be divided between Theodora and Eckhardt, 
was to be dealt with by himself. The blood of his child cried 
for vengeance. Thus Eckhardt would be free to settle last 
accounts with the woman. 

Burying his head in hts hands the strong man wept like a 
disconsolate child, his whole frame shaken by convulsive sobs, 
and it was some time, ere he regained sufficient composure to 
face Hezilo. 

" It will require all your courage," said the harper, ri^g to 
depart. " Steel your heart against hope or mercy I I will 
await you at sunset at the Church of the Hermits." 

And without waiting the Hargrave's reply, Hezilo was 
gone. 

Eckhardt felt like one waking from a terrible dream, the 
oppression of which remains after its phantoms have vanished. 
The suspense of waiting till dusk seemed almost unendurable. 
Now that the hour seemed so nigh, the dread hour of final 
reckoning, there was a tightening agony at Bckhardt's heart, 
an agtmy that made him long to cry out, to weep, to fling 
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himself oa bis knaes and pray, pray for delivenmca, for oblivion, 
for absolute annihilation. Walking up and down tbe vine- 
sbaded loggia, he paused now and then to steal a look at the 
flaming disk of the sun, that seemed to stand still in the heavens, 
while at other times he stared absently into the gnarled stems, 
in whose hollow shelter tbe birds slept and the butterflies 
drowsed. 

Even as the parted spirit of the dead might rutbfuUy hover 
over the grave of its perished mortal clay, so Eckhardt reviewed 
Ms own forlorn estate, torturing his brain ^th all manner of 
vain solutions. 

This night, then, — the night which quenched the light of 
this agonizing day, must for ever quench h^ doubts and fears. 
He drew a long breath. A great weariness weighed down his 
spirit. An irresistible desire for rest came over him. The late 
rebellion, brief but fierce, tbe constant watch at the palace on 
the Aventine, the alarming state of the young King, who was 
dying trf a broken heart, the futility of all counsel to prevail 
upon him to leave this accursed city, tbe lack of a friend, to 
whom he might confide his own misgi'rinp without fear of 
betrayal, — all these had broken down hia physical strengtii, 
i^ch no amoiut of bodily exertion would have been able to 
accomplish. 

After a time he resumed his seat, burying isis head in his 
hands. 

The air of the late summer day was heavy and fragrant 
with the peculiar odour <rf decaying leaves, and the splashing 
of the fountain, which sent its crystal stream down towards 
Santa Maria del Monte, seemed like a luUaby to Eckhardt'a 
overwrought senses. Night after night he had not slept at all; 
he had not dared to abandon the watch on Aventine for even a 
moment. Now nature asserted her rights. 

Lower and lower drooped his aching lids and slowly he was 
beginning to slip away into blissful unconsciousness. How 
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long he had remained in tliifl state, he scarcely knew, when he 
was startled, as by some unknown presence. 

Housing himself with an efEort and looking up, he was filled 
with a strange awe at the phenomenon which met his gaze. 
Sight across the horizon that glistened with pale green hues 
like newly frozen water, there reposed a cloud-bank, risen 
from the l^hene Sea, black as the blackest midnight, heavy 
and motionless like an enormous shadow fringed with tremu- 
lous lines of gold. 

This cloud-bank seemed absolutely stirlees, as If it had 
been thrown, a ponderous weight, into the azure vault ot 
heaven. Ever and anon silvery veins of lightning shot luridly 
Huvugh its surface, while pcrised, as it were immediately above 
it, was the sun, looking like a great scarlet seal, a ball of 
crimson fire, destitute (tf rays. 

For a time Eckhardt stood lost in the contemidatioD of this 
fantastic sky-phenomenon. As he did bo, the sun plunged 
into the engulfing darkness. Lowering purple shadows crept 
across the heavens, but the huge cloud, palpitating with 
lightnings, moved not, stirred not, nor changed its shape by 
so much as a hair's breadth. 

It appeared like a vast pall, spread out in readiness for the 
state burial of the world, the solemn and terrible moment: 
The End of Time. 

Fascinated by an aspect, which in so weird a manner re- 
flected lus own feelings, Eckbardt looked upon the threatening 
cloud-bank as an evil omen. A strange sensation seized him, 
as with a hesitating fear not unmingled with wonder, he watched 
the lightnings come and go. 

A shudder ran through his frame as he paced up and down 
the white-pillared Loggia, garlanded with climbing vines, 
roses and passion flowers, dying or decayed. 

" Would the night were passed," he muttered to himself, 
and the man who had stormed the impr^nable stronghold 
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of Crescentiiu quailod before the impending issue as a child 
trembles in the dark. 

At the hoar appealed he traversed the solitaiy region ol 
the Trastevere. The vast nlence, the vast night, were fnll of 
solemn weirdaess. The moon, at her full, soared higher and 
higher in the balconies of the East, firing the lofty solitudes of 
the heavens with her silver-beams. But immobile in the 
purple cavity of the western horizon there lay that ominous 
cloud, nerved as it were with living Ughtnings, which leaped 
incessantly from its centre, like a thousand swords, drawn from 
a thousand scabbards. 

The deep booming noiae c£ a bell now smote heavily on the 
silence. Oppressed by the weight of unutterable forebodings, 
Eckhaidt welcomed the sound with a ingue rense oi relief. 
At the Church of tht Hermits he was joined 1^ the harper 
and together they raindly traversed the region leading to the 
Groves, In the supervening stillness their ears caught the sound 
<tf harptones, floating through the silent autumnal night. 

The higher rising moon outlined mtb huge angles of light 
and shadow the marble palaces, which stood out in strong 
relief against a transparent background and the ^ber, wherein 
her reflections were lengthened into a glittering column, 
was frosted with silvery ripples. 

At last they reached the entrance of the groves. 

" Be calmt " said Eckhardt's guide. " Let nothing that you 
may Bee or hear draw you from the path of caution. Thjnk 
that, whatever you may suffer, there are others who may 
suffer morel Silence! No questions nowl Remember — 
here are only foes 1 " 

The harper spoke with a certain harsh impatience, as if he 
were himself suffering luder a great nervous strain, and Eck- 
hardt, observing this, made no effort to engage him in ctm- 
versation, aside from promising to be guided by his counsel. 
He felt ill at ease, however, as cme entering a labyrinth from 
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whose intricate maze be relies only on tiie firm guidance of 
a friend to release bim. 

They now entered the vast garden, fraught vith so many 
fatal memories. At the end of the avenue there appeared the 
well-remembered pavilion, and, avoiding the main entrance, 
the harper guided Eckhardt through a narrow corridor Into 
the great hall. 

A faint mist seemed to cloud the circle of seats and the 
high-pitched vuces <tf the revellers seemed lost in infinite 
distance. In no mood to note particulars, Eckhardfa gaze 
penetrated the dizzy glare, in which ever new zones of light 
seemed to uprear themselves, teapii^ from wall to wall like 
sparkling cascades. As in the throes of a terrible nightmare 
he stood riveted to the spot, for at that very moment bis eyes 
encountered a picture which froze the veiy life-blood in bis 
Tuns. 

In the background, revealed by the parting draperies there 
stood, leaning against one of the rose-marble columns, the 
image of Ginevra. Her robe of crimson fell in two superb folds 
from the peaks of her bosom to her feet. The marble pallor 
of her face formed a striking contrast to the ccmsuming fire 
of her eyes, which seemed to rove anxiously, restlessly over 
the diminished circle of her guests. The most execrable villain 
of them all, — Benilo, — had at her hands met his long- 
deferred doom. Those on whom she had chiefiy relied for the 
realization of her strange ambition now swung from the ^bbets 
on Uonte Halo, — their executioner Eckhardt. Strange 
irony of fate I From those remaining, who polluted the hall 
with their noisome presence, she had nothing to hope, nothing 
to fear. 

And this then was the endl 

It required Hezilo's almost superhuman efforts to restrain 
Eckhardt from committing a deed disastrous in its remotest 
consequences to himself and thur common purpose. For in 
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the contemplation of the woman who had wrecked his lifet 
a tide of sach measureless despair swept through Eckhardt's 
heart, that every thought, every deure was drowned in the 
mad longing to visit instant letribution on the woman's guilty 
head and also to close his own account with life. But the mood 
did not endure. A stiange delirium seized him; the woman's 
siren-beauty entranced and intoxicated him like the subtle 
perfume of some rare exotic; mingled love and hate surged 
up in bis heart; he dared not trust himself, for even though 
he resented, he could not resist the fatal spell of former days. 
The absence of Benilo, of whose doom he was ignorant, in- 
spired the harper with dire misgivings. After peering with 
ill-concealed apprehension through the shadowy vistas of 
remote galleries, he at last whispered to Eckhardt, to follow 
him, and they were entering a dimly lighted corridor, leading 
into the fateful Grotto, which Eckhardt had visited on that 
well-remembered night, when a terrific event arrested their 
steps, and caused them to remain rooted to the spot. 

A blinding, drcular sweep of lightning blazed through the 
windows of the pavilion, illumining it from end to end with a 
brilliant blue glare, accompanied by a deafening crash and 
terrific peal of thunder which shook the very earth beneath. 
A flash of time, — an instant of black, horrid eclipse, — then, 
with an appalling roar, as of the splitting of huge rocks, the 
murky gloom was rent, devoured and swept away by the 
sudden bursting forth of fire. From twenty different parts of 
the great hall it seemed at once to spring aloft in spind coils. 
With a trild cry of terror those of the revellers who had not 
outright been struck dead by the fiery bolt, rushed towards the 
doors, clambering in frenzied fear over the dead, trampling 
on the scorched disfigured faces of the dancing girls, on whose 
graceful pantomime they had feasted their eyes so short a time 
ago. 

There was no safety in the pavilion, which a moment had 
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tnnafoniwd into a sMlMug funuM. Volames erf smoka 
rolled up in thick, suffocating clouds, and the criioson glare 
of the fluneB illumined the dark night-aky far over the Aventine. 

Half mad with fear from the shrieks and groans (tf the 
dying, which resoimded eveiywhere about her, Theodora 
stood rooted to the spot, still clinging to the great column. 
Over her face swept a strange expression ot loathing and 
exultation. Her eyes wandered to the red-tongued flames, 
that leaped in eddying rings round the great marble pillars, 
creepng every second nearer to the place where she stood, 
and in that one glance she seemed to recognize the entire 
hopelessness of rescue and the certainty of death. 

For a moment the thought seemed terrifying beyond 
ezpresaon. None had thought of her, — all had sought 
their own safety! She laughed a laugh at uttermost, bitter 
scorn. 

At last she seemed to regain her presence of mind. Turn- 
ing, she started to the back of the great pavilion, with the 
manifest object of reaching some private way of egress, known 
but to herself. But her intention was foiled. No sooner had 
she gone back than she returned — tliis eut too was a roaring 
furnace. In terrible reverberationa the thunder bellowed 
through the heavens, which seemed one vast ocean of flame ; 
the elements seemed to join hands in the effort at her de- 
struction : — So be it I It would extinguish a Uf e of dishonour, 
disgrace and despair. 

A liaughty acceptance of her fate manifested itself in her 
stonily determined face. It would be atonement — though 
the end was terrible 1 

Suddenly she heard a rush close by her side. Looking up, 
she beheld the one she dreaded most on earth to meet, saw 
Eckhaidt rushing blindly towards her through smoke and 
flames, crying frantically: 

" Save hert Save herl " 
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Her wistful gaze, like that of a fascinated bird, was fixed cm 
the Ibrgrave's towering stature. 

She tarried but a moment. 

At the terrible ciisiB, on cme aide a roaring furnace, — 
on the other the man whom of all mortals she had wronged 
past forgiveness, her courage failed her. Bememberlng a 
secret door, leading to a tower, connected with a remote wing 
of the pavilion, where she might yet find safety, she dashed 
swift as thought through the panel, which receded at her touch, 
and vanished in the dark corridor beyond. Without heeding 
the dangers which might beset his path, Eckhardt fiew after her 
throi^h the gloom, till he found himself before a spiral stair- 
way, at the terminus of the passage. A faint glimmer <tf light 
from above penetrated the gloom, and following it, he was 
startled by a faint outcry of terror, as on the last landing, to 
wliich he madly leaped, he found liimself once more face to 
face with the woman, whom even at tliis moment he loved 
more in tlie certunty of having lost her, than ever in the pride 
and ecstasy of possession. 

Seemingly hemmed in by an obstacle, the nature, which he 
knew not, she stood before him paralyzed with horror. As 
his hand went out towards her, the gesture seemed to break the 
spell, and uttering a despairing shriek, she sprang towards a 
door behind the landing and rushed out. 

Eckhardt's breath stopped. 

A moment, — he heard an outcry of Inexpressible horror, — 
a struggle, then a hollow dash. Hardly conscious of his own 
actions he uttered a shrill whistle, when the door of the tower 
was broken down, and the stairs were suddenly crowded with 
the soldiers of the imperial guard, whom the ctmflagnition had 
brought to the scene. 

" What woman was that ? " exclaimed their leader, pointing 
to the place whence Theodora had made the fatal leap. 

" Whoever ahe is — she must be dashed to ineces," replied 
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his compamon, ruslilng up the stairs to tlie trap-door and 
throwing liis lighted torch down the murky depths. Bat the 
light was soon lost in the profound gloom. 

" A rope I A rope I She must not, she shall not die thus! ** 
cried Eckhardt in mad, heart-rending despair. 

" Here is one, but it is not long enough 1 " exclaimed the 
captain of the guard, hardly able to conceal his moTtificatlon 
at finding himself face to face mth bis general. 

" Hark I She groans! Helpl Help me I " exclaimed Eck- 
hardt, and tearing his cloak into strips, he fastened them to- 
gether. The work was swiftly completed. These strips 
faBtened to the rope and securely knotted, Eckhardt tied around 
his waist, and though the leader of the mea-at-arms sought to 
dissuade him from his desperate purpose, he started down, 
clinging and swin^g over a dreadful depth. 

The captain of the guard swung the torch down after him as 
far as possible, but soon the li^ht grew misty, the voices above 
indistinct, and it seemed to Eckhardt as if he were encompassed 
by a black mist. Still he continued his descent. His next 
sensation was that of an intolerable stench and a burning 
heat in the hand, caused no doubt by friction with the rope. 
A difficulty in breathing, increased darkness and singing 
noises in his ears were successive sensations; he began to feel 
dizzy and a dread assailed him, that he was about to swoon and 
abandon his hold. Suddenly he felt the lost notch of the rope 
and, not kno^ring what depth remained, argued that any f urth^ 
effort was in vein. Extending first one ana, then another, he 
groped ^dly about, stii^ng to shout for light; but his voice 
died in the gloom. Gasping and almost stifled as he was, he 
nude one last desperate effort, when suddenly his groping hand 
grasped something, which appeared to him either like hair or 
weeds. At this critical moment the captain of the guard 
sent down a lamp, which he had procured. It fell hissing 
in tiie mire, but it afforded him sufildent light to see that the 
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object of his search lay buried In the Bllme, and that she ma 
gasping coaToluvely. Eckhardt's strength was now almost 
spent, but this sight seemed to restore it all. Noting a project- 
ing ledge of stone lower down, he leaped upon it and was thus 
obliged to abandon his hold on the rope. Eckhardt seized the 
woman by the gown, dragged her from the mixe and maWng 
a desperate leap, regained the ledge, then signalled to those 
above to draw blm up by jerking the rope. 

Uotionless she lay on his arm and it was only by twisting 
it in a peculiar manner round the rope, that he was enabled 
to support the terrible burden. For a time they hung sus- 
pended over the abyss, yet they were gradually nearing the 
top. It he could only endure the agony of his twisted limbs 
a little longer, both were ssfe. He could not shout, for he felt 
that suffocation must ensue ; his eyes and ears seemed bursting 
as from some stunning weight; and a deadly faintness seemed 
to benumb his limbs. Suddenly, as by some miracle, tiie bur- 
den seemed lightened, thongh he felt it still reclining in his 
arms. A wonderful support seemed to raise up his own 
inking frame, then all grew bright and numerous faces 
strained down on him. In a few moments he was on a level with 
fba floor and many arms stretched ont, to help him land. 
Heedless of the roaring sea of fire in the pavilion, they carried 
the wretched woman to the lan^ng, where they laid her m 
the floor, attempting, for a time in vain, to restore her. She 
seemed suffering from some severe internal injury and her lips 
bubbled with gore. At length she opened her eyes and with a 
shriek of agony made ^gns that she was suffocating and de- 
dred to be raised. Eckhardt, who stood beude her, raised her, 
and as he did so, she regarded him with a wild and [Hteous 
gaie and mtinnured his name in a tone which went to the heart 
of all. 

As he bent over her, she made a convulsive effort to riM. 

** I have slain the fiend, who came between us — fo^ve 
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me if you can — " she muttered, then gasping: "Heaven 
have mercy on my soull" she fell back into Eckhardft 
arms. 

At a sign from the Margrave the men-at-arms withdrew, 
leaving him alone with his gruMome burden. 

After they had descended, he bent over the prostrate form, 
he had loved so well, touching with gentle fingers the soft, daife 
hair, wliich lay against his breast. Once, — he recalled the 
mad delirium of holding tier thus close to his heart. Now 
there was someUiing dreary, wurd, and terrible in what 
would under otlier conditions liave been unspeakable rapture. 
A cliill as of death ran through him as he supported the dying 
wtmian in his arms. Her silken robe, tier perfumed hair, the 
cold contact of the gems about fier, — all these repelled him 
strang^y; his soul was groaning under the anguish, liis brain 
began to reel with a nameless, dizzy horror. 

At last she stirred. Her body quivered in his hold, consdoos- 
ness returned for a brief moment, and, with a heavy sigh, she 
whispered as from the depths of a dream: 

"Eckhardt!" 

A fierce pang convulsed the heart of the unhappy man. 
He started so abruptly, that he almost let tier drop from h|g 
supporting arms. But bis voice was choked; he could not 
speak. 

A groan, — a convulMve shudder, — a last tigh, — and 
Theodora's Bpiiit had flown from tlie lacerated flesh. 

la silent anguish Eckhardt knelt beside the body of the 
woman, lieedlesB of the hurricane which raged without, heedless 
of the flames, which, creeping closer and closer, began to lick 
the tower with their crimson tongues. At last, aroused by the 
warning cries of the men-at-arms below, Eckhardt staggered 
to his feet with the dead body, and scarcely had he emerged 
frtnn the tower, when a terrible roar, a deafening crash struck 
his ear. The roof and walls of the great pavilion had 
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fallen in and millions of sparks hissed up into tlie flaming 
ether. 

For a moment Eckhardt paused, stupefied by tlie sheer horror 
of tlie scene. The pavili<Hi was now but a hismng, shrieking 
pyramid of flames ; the hot and blinding glare almost too much 
for human eyes to endure. Yet so fascinated was he with th« 
sublime terror of the spectacle that he could scarcely turn 
away from it. A host of spectral faces seemed to rise out of 
the flames and beckon to him, to return, — when a tremendous 
peal of thunder, rolling in eddying vibrations through the 
heavens, recalled him to the reaUzation of the moment, and 
gave the needful spur to his flagging energies. Rairang his 
aching eyes, Eckhardt saw straight before him a gloomy 
archway, appearing like the solemn portal of some fmieial 
vault, dark and ominous, yet promising relief for the moment. 
Stumbling over the dead bodies of Roxani and Roffredo and 
several other corpses strewn among fallta blocks of marble, 
and every now and then looking back in irresistible fascination 
i» the fieiy furnace 'm his rear, he carried bis lifeless burden 
to the nearest shelter. He dared not think of the beauty of 
that dead face, of its subtle slumbrous charm, and Etung to a 
new sense of desperation he plunged recklessly into the dark 
aperture, which seemed to engulf him like the gateway of some 
magic cavern. He found himself in a circular, roofless court, 
paved ^tb marble, long discoloured by climate and age. 
Here he tenderly laid his burden down, and kneeling by 
Ginevra'a side, hid bis face in his hands. 

A second crash, that seemed to rend the very heavens, 
caused Eckhardt at last to wake from his apathy of despair. 
A terrible spectacle met his eyes. The east wall of the tower, 
in which Ginevra had sought refuge and found death, had 
fallen out; the victorious fire roared loudly round ita summit, 
enveloping the whole structure in clouds of smoke and jets of 
flame; whose lurid l^hts crimsoned the murky air like a wide 
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me it you can — " she muttered, then gasping: "Heaven 
have mercy on my soul I " she fell back into Eckhardt's 
anns. 

At a sign from the Margrave the men-at-arms withdrew, 
leaving him alone with his gruesome burden. 

After they had descended, he bent over the prostrate form, 
be had loved so well, touching with gentle fingers the soft, dark 
hair, which lay against his breast. Once, — he recalled the 
mad delirium of holding lier thus close to his heart. How 
there was sometliing dreary, weird, and terrible in what 
would under other conditions liaye been unspeakable rapture. 
A cliill as of death ran through him as he supported the dying 
woman in his arms. Her silken robe, her perfumed hair, the 
cold contact of the gems about her, — all these repelled him 
strangely; his soul was groaning under the anguish, his brain 
began to reel with a nanulesG, dizzy horror. 

At last she stirred. Her body quivered in his hold, consdoaB- 
ness returned for a brief moment, and, with a heavy sigh, she 
whispered as from the depths of a dream : 

"Eckhardtl" 

A fierce pang convulsed the heart of the unhappy man. 
B6 started so abruptly, that he almost let her drop from his 
supporting arms. But his voice was choked; he could not 
speak. 

A grof 
Theodora 

In silei 
woman, fa 
of the fla: 
the towel 
warning i 
to his fee 
from the 
his ear. 
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Aurora Borealifl. But on tha platform of the tower tlieze stood 
a solitary human beuig, cut off from retreat, euveloped by the 
roaring element, by a sea of flamel 

With a groan of anguish, Eckhardt fixed his Btiaining eyes 
on the dark form of Heztlo the harper, whom no human 
intervention could save from his terrible doom. Whether his 
eagerness, to avenge his dead child or her betrayer, had carried 
him too far, whether in his fniitlese search for the Chamber- 
lain he had grown obli^ous of the perils besetting his path, 
whether too late he had thought of retreat, — dearly defined 
against the lurid, flame-ewept horizon his tall dark form stood 
out on the crest of the tower; — another moment of breatUess 
horrid suspense and tiie tower collapsed with a deafening 
crash, earring ita lonely occupant to his perhaps self-elected 
doom. 

All that night Eckhardt knelt by the dead body of his wife. 
When the bleak, gray dawn of the ridog day broke over flie 
crest of the Satune hills he rose, and went away. Sotm after a 
company of monks appeared and carried Theodora's remains 
to the mortuary chapel of San Pancrazio, where they were to 
be laid to their last and eternal rest. 
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CHAPTER XVm 

VALE ROBIA 

T was th« eve of All Souls Day 
in the year nine hundred nine^ 
nine, — the day so fitly recalling 
the fleeting glories of summer, 
of youth, of life, a day of 
memories and tributes offered 
up to the departed. 

Afar to westward the sun, 
red as a buckler fallen from 
Vulcan, still cast his burning 
reflections. On the horizon with changing sunset tints glowed 
the deporting orb, brightening the crimson and russet foliage 
on terrace and garden walls. At last the burning disk dis- 
appeared amid a mass of opalescent clouds, which had risen 
in the west; the fading sunset hues swooned to the gray of 
twilight and the breath of scanty flowers, the odour of dead 
leaves touched the air with perfume faint as the remembered 
pathos of autumn. ITo breeze stirred the dead leaves still 
clin^g to their branches, no sound broke the ulence, save 
from a cloister the hum of many droning voices. Now and 
then the air was touched with the fragrance of hayflelds, re- 
claimed here and there upon the Campagna, and mists were 
slo'vrily descending upon the snow-capped peak of Soracti. 
bi tite dim purple haze of the distance the circle of walls, 
a last vestige of the defence of the ancient world, stood 
a sun-browned line of watch-towers against the horizon. 
From thui crenelated ramparts at long ■<^*fl'"'t°i a sentinel 
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looked wearily upon ths undulating stretch of vacant, fading 
green. 

In the portico at the imperial palace on the Aventine sat 
Eckhardt, staring straight before him. Since the terrible 
night, which had culminated in the crisis of his life, the then 
mature man seemed to have aged decades. The lines in his 
face had grown deeper, the furrows on his brow lowered over 
the painfully contracted eyebrows. Ko one had ventured to 
speak to him, no <me to break in upon his solitude. The world 
around him seemed to have vanished. He heard nothing, he 
saw nothing. His heart within him seemed to be a thing dead 
to all the world, — to have died with Ginevra. Only now and 
then he gazed with longing, wistful glances towards the far- 
off northern horizon, where the Alps raised their glittering 
crests, — a boundary line, not to be transgressed with impunity. 
Would he ever again see the green, waving forests of his Saxon- 
land, would his foot ever again tread the mysterious dusk at 
the glades over which pines and oaks wove their waving 
shadows, thoM glades once sacred to Odhin and the Gods of the 
Northland ? Those gladea undefiled by the poison-stench (rf 
Rome ? How he longed for that purer sphere, where he might 
forget — forget ? Can we forget the fleeting ray of sunlight, 
that haa brightened our existence, and departing has left sorrow 
and anguteb and gloom ? 

Eckhardt's heart was heavy to breaking. 

As evening wore on, it was evident, that there was some new, 
great commotion In the ci^. From every quarter piUars of 
dun smoke rose up in huge colimms which, spreadmg fan-lilie, 
hung sullenly in the yellow of the sunset. Houses were burning. 
Swords were out. In the distance straggling parties could be 
seen, hun^g hither and thither, 

" There is a devil's carnival brewing, or I am forsworn," 
muttered the Margrave as he arose and entered the palace. 
There he ordered every gate to be closed and barricaded. Eib 
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know Roman trsacliery, and he knaw tbe weaknen of tho 
ganiBon. 

The roax of the populace giew louder and nearer, minute hy 
minute. Eckbardt had hardly reached the imperial ante- 
chamber, ere the crest of the Aventine fairly swarmed with a 
rebellious mob, whose numbers were steadily increanng. 
Already they outnumbered the imperial guard a hundred to 
one. 

It soon became evident, that their clamour could not be 
appeased by peaceful persuasion. Disregarding Eckhardt's 
protests, Otto had made one last effort to try the spelt of his 
person up<»l the Romans; — but hootings and revilings had 
been the only reply vouchsafed by the rabble of Rome to the 
son of Theophano. 

" Where is Benilo ? We will speak to Benilo, — the friend 
of the people I '* they shouted, and when he failed to appear, 
they cried: " They have slain him, as they slew Crescentius," 
and a shower of stones hailed against the walls of the palace. 

Otto escaped unscathed. Once more in his chamber he 
broke down. His powers were waning; his resistance spent. 
The death of Crescentius, — the loss of Stephania filled him 
with unutterable despair. ^ thought of the mysterious death 
of Benilo, whose gashed body some fisherman had discovered 
in the Tiber, and whose real character Eckhardt's account of 
his crimes and misdeeds had at last revealed to him. He knew 
now that he had been the dupe of a traitor, who had system- 
atically undermined the lofty structure of his dreams, whose 
fall was to bury under its rains the last of the glorious Sazon 
dynasty, — a traitor, who had deliberately set about to break 
the heart whose unspoken secret be bad read. And this was 
the end I 

" Harkl The Romans are battering at the gates!" Haco, 
the captain of the guard, addressed Eckhardt, entering breath- 
lessly and unannounced. 
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** Where they shall batter loog enough," Eckhardt grovled 
fiercely. " The gates are triple brass and bolted I Hold the 
yelping curs in check, till we are readyl " 

Haco departed and Eckhardt now prepared Otto for the 
necessity of flight. All Rome was in arms against theml This 
time it was not the Senator. The people themselves were bent 
upon Otto's capture or death. Resistance was madness. "Vitb.- 
out a word Otto yielded. Sick, body and soul, he cared no 
loiter. A slow fever seemed to consume him, since Stephania 
had gone from him. The malady was past cure, — for he 
wished to die. Hie mute grief of the stricken youth went to 
Eckliardt's heart. Of his own despair he dared not even think 
at this hour, when the destinies of a dynasty weighed upon bis 
shoulders, weighed tiim down : — he must get Otto safely out 
of Rome — at any, at every cost. 

"Hark, below I" 

An uproar of voices and heavy blows agdnst the portals 
rang up to their ears. 

Eckbaidt seized a torch and, sword In hand, opened the 
secret panel. 

"The back way, — the garden, — 'tis for our UvesI" he 
whispered to Otto, who had hastily thrown a dark mande over 
his person which might serve to evade detention in case ttuy 
met some chance straggler. The panel closed behind them and 
Eckhardt locked every door in the long corridor, through 
which they passed, to delay pursuit. They descended a flight 
of stairs, and found themselves in a haU, wUch through a 
ruined portico, terminated in a garden. Here Eckhardt 
extinguished the torch and they paused and listened. 

Before them lay a deserted garden with marble statues 
and weed-giown terraces. The gravel walks were strewn with 
tiny twigs and leaves of faded summer, and stained in places 
with a dark green mould. There was the soft splash of 
water trickling from huge mossy vases, and here and there 
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throagh a break in the foliage, peered an arrowy shaft of 
moonliglit. 

Here they were to await the anival of Haco and his men. 
Suddenly the glint of a halbenl beyond the wall caught Eck- 
hardt's ever watchful eye ; he counted throe in succesdon on 
the other nde of the waU. The Romans seemed bent to deprive 
them of their only way of flight. Eckhardt glanced about 
The wall on fbe western side eeemed unguarded. Here 
the Aventine fell in a steep declivity towards the Tiber. 
Eckhardt perceived there was but oote course and took it 
instantly. 

At this moment Haco and his men^t-arms emerged with 
drawn swords from the laurel thickets, in whose ctmcealment 
they had awaited their leader and King. Motioning to Otto 
and his companions to imitate his movements, Eckhardt 
crouched down and stole cautiously along the edge (rf the wall. 
Meanwhile the tumult without was increased by the hoarse 
braying of a horn. Men could be seen rushing about with 
drawn swords or any other weapons dose at hand, staves, 
clubs and sticks, shouting and yelling in direst confusion. 

Amidst this uproar the small band reached the edge of the 
Tiber and their repeated dgnals caused a boat rowed by a 
g^antic fellow to approach. The oarsman, however, insistsd 
on his pay before he would take them across. 

After they had safely reached the opposite shore they bound 
and gagged the owner of the craft, to Insure his secrecy. Then 
the party sped up a narrow lane and paused before a ruinous 
house which, to judge from its black and crumbling beams, 
seemed to have been recently destroyed by fire. Here they 
waited until one of the part^ secured their steeds. 

I>uring all this time Otto had not spoken a word. 

Kow tiiat he was about to mount the steed, which was to 
bear him from Rome for ever, he turned with one last heart- 
breaking look toward the ci^. 
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A dedre, fierce as that of himger, vearing as that of Bleep, 
filled him, — the derire of death. 

At last he rode away with the others. 

The night grew darker. The sky was fall of clouds and the 
wind shrieked through the spectral branches of the pines. 
The travellers pursued their way along the well beaten tracks 
of the Flaminian Way, keeping a constant look-out for sur- 
prises. They re-crossed the Tiber at a ford above the city, 
and then only they brought their steeds to a more leisurely gait. 

Gradually the ground began to ascend. 

A turn in the road brought them to a high plateau. Its 
rising knolls were crowned with broad and andent plane- 
trees, in the midst of which towered a ^bbet, from which 
swung the bodies of two malefactors, recently executed. Otto 
Bhoddeied at the omen. Death on every turn, — death at 
every step. The mofm at fitful hitervala cast from between 
the lifts in the clouds a feeble radiance upon desolate fields. 
A company ui hungry crows rose at the approach ci the horse- 
men from the stubble, filled the air with their cawing and 
flapped their way swiftly out of aght. At that moment a horse- 
man galloped past with great rapidity, seeming eagerly to 
scan the cavalcade. He was closely muffled and had vanished 
in the night, ere he could be bailed or recognized. 

Rome swiftly vanished behind them. After pasting the 
last scattered houses on the outekirts, they finally reached the 
open Campagna. The darkness increased and the night wore 
every appearance of proving a dismal one. The wind was high 
and swept the clouds vrildly over the face of the moon. 

In dlence they proceeded on their way, until they esined a 
low range of bills, white on the summits witti lightning. A 
dense wood skirted the road on the left for several miles. But 
as far as the eye could penetrate the murky twilight, no human 
bdng, no human habitation appeared. 

In the ruins of an old monastery they sprat the night, and 
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for the first in threa, Otto alept. Bat his sleep did not refresh 
him, nor restore his strength. Throughout his fitful slumbers, 
he saw the pale face of Stephania, the face, which with so mad 
a long^g he had dreamed into his heart, the heart she had 
broken, but which loved her still. 

Gloomily the morning light of the succeeding day broke 
upon the Roman Campagna. The sun was hidden behind a 
lowering sky and fitful gusts of wind swept the great, barren 
e^Kinse. Undaunted, though their hearts were filled with 
dire mis^vings, the small band contlnaed their march, north- 
ward, ever northward, — towards the goal of their journey, 
the Castel of Patemo, perched on the distant >b>pes of 
SMacti. 
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As I came through the dcMrt : From the licht 

A Bhape camo alowly with a mddy lif hti 

A woman with a rod lamp in h«r hand, 

Barehaaded and barefooted on that atiand, 

A iAige bUck lign was on her breast that bowed, 

A broad black band ran down her snow-white shrottd. 

That lamp she held, waa her own burning; heart, 

Whoae blood-dropi trickled step by atep apart." 

—yamti TtUmMH. 
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HE stin was nigh the horizon, 
and the whole west glowed with 
ezquiute colour, reflected in the 
watery moors of the Campagna, 
as a troop of horsemen ap- 
proached the high tableland 
skirting the Cinuninian foot- 
hills. Not a human being was 
Tidble for many miles around; 
only a few wild fowl fluttered 
over the pools and reedy islets of the marshes and the lake of 
Bolsena gleamed crims<m in the haze of the sunset. 

The boundless, tmdulant plain spread before them, its farms, 
villas and aqueducts no less eloquent of death than the tombs 
they bad passed on tbe silent Via Appia. The still air and the 
deep hush seemed to speak to man's soul as with the voice of 
etemi^. On Hu left of the horsemen yawned a deep raraie, 
from which arose towering cliffs, crowned with monasteries 
and convents. On their right lay the mountain chains of tlw 
Abmzzi, resembUng dark and troubled sea-waves, and to 
southward the view was bounded by the billowy lines of the 
Sabine hills, rolling infinitely away. Beyond they saw the 
nllages scattered through tiie gray Campagna and in the 
farthest distance the mountain shadows began to darken over 
the roofs of ancient Tusculum and that second Alba which 
rises in desohito neglect above the vanished palaces of Pompey 
and Domitian. 
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It wu the Aej on -which is obseired the poetic Feata dell* 
Ottobrata, a festival of pagan signiflcance, with th« archaic 
dance and garlanded processicMis of harvest and vintage, what 
the townsfolk go ont into the country, to look upon the mellow 
tints of autumn, to walk in the vineyards, to tasta ttie puipte 
grapes, and to breathe ttw fragrance, filling the air with odours 
finer than the flavour of urine. Ttie fields ware mellowed to 
yellow stubble and the creepers touched t>y the first chill of 
autumn hung in crimson garlands along the russet hedges. 
Here and tliere, among the stately poplars loomed up farm- 
houses with thatched roofs, which from afar resembled pointed 
haystacks on tlie horizon. At intervals among the crimson and 
russet leafage rose a spectral cypress, like a sombre sliadow. 
In tile haze of the diHtanca crooked olive-trees raised tfadr 
branches in tints of silver-gray. The idr was still, but for an 
occational hum of insect life. The faint, white outlines of the 
Apennines shone brilliant and glistening in the evening glow. 
The travellers passed Camaldoll with its convents reared upon 
high, almost inaccesdble cliffs; the doisteia of Honte Cassino 
had vanished behind them in silvery haze. They approached 
Patomo by a road skirted mth villas and gardens, with ancient 
statues and shady alleys. The proximity of the monstaina 
made the air ctiill; here and there a ray <rf sunlight filtered 
tlirough the l)ranches of the plane-trees. 

High Patomo towered above, among its rocks and steeps. 

Ever since their fiight from Rome, Otto had been in the 
throes of a benumbing lethargy, which had deprived him <rf 
interest in everytliing, even life itself. Vain had been his 
companions' effort to rouse him from his brooding state, 
vainly had they pointed out to him the beauties of the land- 
scape. Was it the ghost of Johannes Crescentius, the Senator 
of Rome, that was hatmting the son of Theophano 7 

After having crossed a swinging bridge, which swayed to 

and fro under the weight of their iron mail, they arrived at a 
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narrow causeway, above wbich, like aome contempIatiTe 
spirit above the conflicting problems of life, rose the cloisters, 
flnvironing the andeat Castel of Patemo. Eckhardt knocked 
at the barred gate with the hilt erf his sword, whereupon a 
monk appeared at the window of a tower above the portcullis, 
and after reconnoitring, set some machinery In motion, by 
which the portcullis was raised. They Uien foimd themselves 
in a long, narrow caiueway cut in the rock. The monk who 
had admitted them disappeared; another ushered them into 
the great hall of the cloister. The air was full of the lingering 
haze of inceiue, and traces of devotional painttngs on the 
weather-beaten walls appeared like fragments (tf prayers in a 
world-worn mind. 

The hall had been nude from a natural cavern and was of 
an exceedingly gloomy aspect, being of great extent, with deep 
windows only on one nde, hewn in the solid granite. It was 
at intervals crossed by arches, marking the termination of 
several galleries leading to remoter parts of the monastery. 
Li the centre was a long stone table, hewn from the rock; a 
pulpit, supported on a pillar was similarly sculptured In the 
wall. Five or six pine-wood torches, stuck at far intervals 
in the granite, shed a dismal illumination through the gloom, 
enhanced rather than diminished by the glow of red embers 
on a vast hearth at the farthest extremity of the halL 

Eckhardt was about to -pttSer his request to the monk, who 
had conducted them hither, when he was interrupted by the 
entrance of tlie abbot and a long train <rf monks from thtir 
devotions. The monks advanced in solemn dlence, th^ 
heads sunk humbly on their breasts; their superior so worn 
with vi^ and fasts, that his gaunt and powerful frame 
resembled a hi^e skeleton. He was the only one of the group 
who uttered a word of welcome to his guests. 

After having ordered Haco to attend to the wants of Ids 
lord, Eckhardt sought a cooferance with the abbot (a matleii 
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which la; close to his heart. For his Kmnig/x was ill — and 
bis Ulneas seemed to defy human skill. The abbot listened to 
Eckhaxdt's recital of the past events, but bis diagnosis was far 
from quieting the tetter's fears. 

" Ton learn to speak and think very dismally among these 
great, sprawling pine forests," Eckhardt said moodify, at die 
Goncludon ot the conference. 

"We learn to die I" replied die monk with melancho^ 
austerity. 

Con^eration for his sovereign's safety, however, prompted 
Eckhardt, who had been informed that straggling bands of 
their puisuers had followed them to the base of the hill, to 
continue that same night under guidance of a monk, the 
ascent to the almost impregnable heigbttis of Castel Patemo. 
Here Otto and his small band were welcomed by Count Tam- 
mus, the commander, who placed tumself and his men-at- 
arms at the disposal of the German King. 
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CHAPTER II 

HBHORIBS 

TTO found himself in a state 
chamber, whose gloomy vast- 
ness was lighted, or ratiier 
darkened b; one single taper. 
Throni^ the 1^^ oval windows 
in the deep recess of the wall 
peered an errant ray of moon- 
light, which illumined the quaint 
monastic paintings on the walls, 
and crossing the yellow candle- 
light, imbued them ^th a strange ghostly glare. 

When his host had ministered to his comfort and served 
him with the frugal fare of the cloister, Otto hinted his dedre 
for sleep, and his trusty Saxons entered on their watch 
before their sovereign's chamber. 

At last, left alone. Otto listened with a heavy heart to the 
monotonous tread of the sentries. It seemed to him as if he 
could now take a survey of the events of his life, and pass sen- 
tence upon it with the impartiality of the future chronicler. 
Recollection roused up recollection; and as in a panorama, 
the scenes of his short, but eventful career passed in review 
before his inner eye. He thought of what he was, contrasting 
it painfully mth all he might have been. The image of the one 
being, for whom his soul yearned in its desolation, with the 
blinding hunger of man for woman and woman's love, rose up 
before Us eyes, and for the first time he thought oi death, 
— death, — in its full and ghastiy actuality. 
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What was it, tbia death 7 Was it a sleep ? Merely the 
absence, not the prinition at those powers and senses, called 
life 7 What sort of passage most the thinking particle pass 
through, whatever it may be, — eie it stood naked of its clay ? 
The breaking of the eyes in darkueas, — what then succeeded ? 
Would the thinking atom survive, — would it become the 
nothing that it was 7 

The aspect of the chamber was not one to dispel the gloomy 
vinons that haunted him. It was scantily fumiahed in the 
crude style of the tenth century, with massive tables and 
chairs. A curious tapestry of eastern origin, representing some 
legend of the martyrs, divided it from an adjoining catunet 
serving at once as on oratory and sleeping apartment. A low 
fire, burning in the chimney to dispel the mingmaa of the 
marshes, shad a crimstm glow over the chamber and its lonely 
inmate. 

For a l<Hig time those who watched before his door heard 
him walk restlessly up and down. At last weariness came over 
hitn and he threw himself e^iausted into a chair. Then the 
haunting memory of Stephania umjured up before his half- 
dreaming senses an alluring, shimmering Fata Morgana — 
a castle on one of those far-away ApuHan head-hmds, ^th 
their purpling hills in the background and the scent of strange 
flowers in the air. On many a summer morning they should 
walk hand in hand through the Laburnum groves, and find 
their love anew. But the amber sheen of the landscape faded 
into the violet of night. The viuon faded into nothingness. 
A peal of tiiunder reverberated through the heavens, — Otto 
started with a moan, rose, and staggered to his couch. 

He closed his eyes; but sleep would not come. 

Where was she now? Where was Stephania 7 Weeks 
had passed, since they had last met. It seemed an eternity 
indeed I He should have remained in Rome, till he was assured 
of berfatel She bad left him with words of hatred, of scorn, 
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bitter uid cruel. And yet I How gladly lie would have saved 
fbe man, bis mortal enemy, forsootli, had it lain in his power. 
Gladly? — No 1 The man who bad thrice forsworn, thrica 
broken his faith, deserred his doom. ITow he unu dead. Bat 
Rome was lost. What mattered it? There was hut one 
devouring thought in Otto's mind. Where was Stephania? 
The mad longing for her became more intense witti every 
moment. How that the worst had come to pass, now that the 
stunning blow bad fallen, he must rouse himself, he must 
rally. He must combat this fever, which was slowly consum- 
ing blm; be most find her, see her once more on earth, if but 
to toll her how he loved her, her and no other woman. Would 
the pale phantom of Crescentius still stand between them, — 
still part them as of yore ? Hot if their loves were equaL His 
hands were stainless of that blood. On the morrow he would 
despatch Haco to Rome. Surely some one would have seen 
her; surely some one knew where the wife of the Senator of 
Rome was hiding her sorrow, — her grief. 

The dim light of the ceremonial lamp, which burned with 
a dull, veiled flame before an image of the crucified Christ, 
flickered, as if fanned by a pasdng breath. 

There was deep silence in the Ung's bed-chamber, and the 
drawn tapestry shut out every sonnd from without. 

Holselessly a secret panel in the wall opened behind Otto's 
coucb. noiselessly it closed in the gray stone. Then an 
ezqiUsite white hand and arm were thiust through the draperies 
and tbt lovely face of Stephania beamed on the sleeping youth. 
SOit was pale as death, but the transparency of her skin and 
the absolute perfection of her form and features made her ttie 
image ot an Olymfdan Goddess. Her daA hair, bound by a 
fillet of gold, enhanced the marble pallor of the exquMte 
face. 

never had the wonderful eyes of Stephania seemed so full 
ot fire and of life. Stooping over the sleeper, she soft^ en- 
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circled his head with her snovy onni and pressed a long kiss 
on the dry, fevered lips. 

With a moan Otto opened his eyeB. For a moment he 
stared as if he faced an apparition from dream-land. — His 
breath stopped, then he uttered a choked outcry of deliiious 
joy, while Us arms tightly encircled the head which bent orer 
him. 

" At lost I At last I At last I Ob, how I have longed, how 
I have inned for yon 1 Stephania — my darling — my love — 
tell me that you do not hate me — but is it you indeed, — is it 
yon? How did you come here — the guards, — Eckhardt, — " 

He paused with a terrible fear in his heart, ever and ever 
caressing the dark head, the beloved face, whose eyes held his 
own irith their magnetic spell. She suffered his kisses and 
caresses while stroking his damp brow with soothing hand. 
Then with a grave look she enjoined silence and caution, 
crept to the door <rf the adjoining room and locked It from 
■witbm. 

** Tbey guard you so well, not a ghost could enter," she 
said with the sweet smile of by-gone days. 

He arose and drew the curtains closer. Then he sat down 
by her ride. 

" How came you here, Stephania ? " he whispered uritb 
renewed fear and dread. " Jf you are discovered, — Qod have 
mercy on you, — and me I " 

She shook her head. 

" I have followed you hither from Rome, — I passed you 
on the night <rf your flight Count Tammus, the commander cf 
Patemo, at <me time the friend of the Senator of Rome, has 
offered me the hosj^tality of the castello. Ho one knows of my 
presence here, save on old monk, who believes me some 
itinerant pi^rim, in search of the End of lime," she whispered 
irith her far-away look. " The End of lime." 

" They say it is close at hand," Otto replied, holding her 
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bends tightly in his. " Oh, Stepbania, how beautiful yon are 1 
That which has brokeo my Bfazit, Beema not to ban touched 
youx life I " 

"My life ia dead," she replied. "What remains, — re- 
mains through you. Therefore time has lacked power. But 
that which has been and is no more, stands immovable before 
my Boul." 

He gazed at her with large feai-struck eyes. 

" Then — your heart is no longer mine ? " 

The grasp of the hands in his own tightened. 

" Would I be here, sil^ dreamer ? I love you — my heart 
knows no change. It loved but once — and you I " 

All tiie happiness, shunbering In the deep eyes of tiie son of 
Thflophano, burst forth as in a glorious aureole of light. 

'* Then you have never — " 

She raised her hand forbiddingly. 

" I could not give to him who is gone that which I gave to 
yont When we first met I was your foe. I hated you with all 
the hate which a Roman has for the despoiler erf his lands. 
When I gave you my love, — which, alas, was not mine to 
^ve, I did so, a powerless instrument of Fate. Side by side 
have we trod life's narrow path, — neither of us could turn 
to right or left without standing accounted to the other. It 
was not ouTB to say love this tme or that other. We were 
brought together by that same mysterious force, to which it is 
vain to ciy bait. We knew, — I knew, — that it must, 
sooner or later, carry us to doom and death; tmt retdstlessly 
the whirlwind had taken us up in its glistening cloud : Thus 
are we lost; — you and II" 

He listened to her with a great fear in his soul. 

" How cold your hands are, my love," he whispered. " Cold 
as if the flow of blood had ceased. Can you feel how it rushes 
through my vdns, — so hot — bo boiling hot ? " 

" Tou have the fever! Therefore my hands appear cold to 
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yon. But, — you spoka truly, — in my hand u deatti, — and 
death is coldl life I have none, — you have taken it from 
me I" 

"Stephaniat** 

It sounded like the last outciy of a broken heart. 

" Why recall that which could not be averted 7 Wei« It 
mine to change it, oh, that I couldl " 

" Do yon really wish it ? ** 

" I wish but your happiness. Can you doubt ? " 

" I do not doubt. I love yoni " 

" Stephania — my darling, — my alll " 

And he kissed her eyes, her lips, her hair, and she snffersd 
bis caresses as one wrapt in a blissful dream. 

"I teamed you were stricken with the fever, — ttia last 
dtitact left to us by nature against our foes. I have come, to 
watch over you, to care for you, — to aune you back to 
health, — to life — " 

" And you braved the dangers that beset your path on every 
turn?" 

" How should I fear, — ^tb such love in my heart for 
you I" 

" Then you — ^irill remain ? " he whispered, his very life in 
his eyes. 

" For a time," she answered, in a halting tone, which passed 
not unremarked. 

" And then ? " he queried. 

Her head sank. 

"I know not I" 

" Then I will tell you, my own lovet We will return to 
Rome together, you and I; Stephania, the empress of the 
West, — would not that reconcile your Romans, — appease 
their hate ? " 

Stepbania gazed for a nuunent thoughtfully at Otto, (hen 
she shook her head. 
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" I fear," she replied after a pause, ** we ihall nevermoie 
retain to Rome." 

As she spoke, her tcdt flngen Btroked caressingly the youth's 
liead, which rested on her bosom, wtiile her right band remained 
tightly clasped in his. 

" I do not understand you," ha said with a pained look. 

" Do not let us speak of it now," she replied. " Ton are 
ill; — the fever bums in your blood. It likes you well, this 
Roman fever, — and yet yon persist in returning hither ever 
and ever, — as to your dMtiay — " 

" Too are my destiny, Stephanial I cannot live without 
youl Had you not come, I should have died I God, you 
cannot know how I love you, how I worship you, how I wor- 
sliip the very air you breathe. Stephanial On ttiat terrible, 
never-to-be-forgotten day, when your words planted death in 
my heart, lie, who of an my Saziais liates you idth a liatred 
strong and enduring as death, warned me of you I ' Must you 
love a Roman,* he said to me — * and ti all Romans, Stsphania, 
the wife of the Senator 7 Once in the toils of the Sorceress, 
you are lost! Nothing can save you.' — Can I say to my 
heart, you shall love this one, — or you shall not love this one 7 
fiimH I Etay to my soul, you shall harbour the image of this 
one, but that other shall be to you even as a barred Eden, 
guarded by the angel with the flaming sword 7 I have seen the 
maidens at my native land ; I have seen the women of Rome ; — 
but my heart was never touched until we met. My soul leaped 
forth to meet your own, when first we stood face to face in 
the chapel of the Confessor. Stephania, — my love for you 
is so great that I fear you." 

" And why should you fear me 7 Were I here, did I not love 
you?" 

" My Ufe has been a wondrous one," he spoke after a 
pause. " From dazzling sun-kissed heights I have been 
huiied into the blackest abyss of despair. And what is my 
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crime 7 Whaidn have I dnned ? Z have lond a woman, 
— ■ a woman wondrous fair, — Stephania I " 

" Ton baVB loved the wife of the Senator of Romel " 

Bis eyes drooped. For a time neither spoke. 

*' Thiice have I crossed the Alps, to see, to rule Uiis fabled 
Und, — and now Z want bnt rest, — peace, — Stepliania — ** 
he said urith a heart-breaking smile. 

** Tou are tired, my love," replied the beautiful Roman. 
"From this hour, I shidl be your leech, — I shall be with you, 
to share your solitude, — to watch over you till the dread 
fever is broken. And then — " 

** And then ? " he repeated with anxious look. 

" But will you not weary of me ?" she said, avoiding the 
question. 

He drew her close to blm. 

'* My sweetheart — my own — " 

" And yon will not fear, yon will tmst and obey me 7 ** 

" Were you to give me ptuson with your own hands, I would 
drain the goblet ^tbont fear or doubt." 

Stephanie had arisen. She was pale as death. 

" If love were all I " she muttered. " B love were all! " 

Then she drew the cnitains closer and extinguished the U{^ 
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THE C0N8UUHAT10H 

OHE veeki had elap8«i ^ce 
Otto*B arrival at Fatemo. But 
the fever which consumed the 
ion of Theoidiano had not 
yielded to the skill of ttie monk- 
ish medidners, thoa|^ a change 
for the better had been noticed 
after the first night of the King's 
arrival. But it lasted only a 
short Hiw^ gnd all Qm danger 
symptoms returned anew. The monks shook their heads and 
the hooded disciples of Aesculapius conversed in huahed 
whispers, regarding the strange ailment, which would not 
cede before their antidotes. But they continued their mi- 
aviuling efforts to save the life of the last of the glorious 
Saxon dynasty, the grandson of the vanquisher of the Hagyars, 
the son of the vanquisher of the Saracens. 
It was a bleak December evening. 

At sunset a mist rose from the fields and the clouds grew 
heavier with every hour. The rain-drops hung on the branches 
of the plane-trees, until an occarional stir sent them pattering 
down. 
Otto lay within, asleep. 

In the door-way sat Eckhardt, muffled in a cloak. Near-by, 

half recumbent under a blanket, the cowl drawn over his face, 

sat the leech, his eyes fixed upoa the log-fire on the hearth, as 

it sent showers ttf sparks into the murky darkness. In their 
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March for firo-wood die monla had brought from tiw edge of 
a neighbouring mill-pond the dibiis of a MS, whose planks 
had for years been alternately soaked in -water and dried in the 
sun. When tossed upon the blaze of forest branches, these 
fragmenta emitted an odour sweet as oriental si^ces and their 
flames brightened with priamatic tints. But to the leech's 
brooding gaze their lurid embers seemed touched with tiie 
spell of tome unholy incantation. 

Without the sick-chamber two sentiiss, chilled snd drowsy, 
leaned against a column supporting the low vaulting, thfdr 
halberds clasped between their folded arms. 

After a pause (rf some duration, Eckhardt arose and entering 
Otto's chunber bent over the couch on which he lay. After 
liaving convinced himself by the youth's regular breathing 
that he was resthig snd did not require his attendance, the Mar- 
grave strode from the sick-chamber. The fever was inter- 
mittent; now it came, now It left the youth's body. But the 
pale wan face and the sunken eyes gave rite to the gravest fears. 

Fight came smftly and irith it the uitanse hush deepened. 
Only tiie pattering of rain-drops broke the stiliness. In the 
dck-chamber nothing was to be heard save the regular breath- 
ing of the sleeper. 

Thus the hours wore on. After the monk and Eckhardt had 
departed for the night, the secret panel opened noiselessly and 
Stephania entered the apartment irith a strange expresuon <rf 
triumph and despair in her look. She glanced round, but her 
eyes passed unheedingt^ over their surroundings; she saw only 
that there was no one in the chamber, that no one had seen 
her enter. There was something utteriy desperate in that 
glance. lioiselessly she stepped to the narrow oval window 
gazing out into the mist-veiled landscape. 

But it seemed without consciousness. 

A single thought seemed to have frozen her brain. 

She stepped to Otto's couch and for a moment bent over him. 
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Tliea she letreated, as if wized with a secret terror. 

For a few moments slie stood behind him, with doeed eTes, 
her face almost stony with dread and tiie fear of something 
onknowHi 

Near the bed there stood a pitcher which the monks re- 
plenished every evening with water coU from a mountain 
spring. Approaching it, slie took a powder from her bosom 
and shook it into it, every grain. Then she turned the pitcher 
round and round, to mix the fine powder, which stood on tlie 
surface. Suddenly slie started, and set it down, while scalding 
tears slowly coursed down her pide cheeks. Desperate thoughts 
crowded thickly on her brain, as her stony gaze was riveted tm 
the water, whose crystal cleamess had not been clouded by 
the subtle poison. 

" Between us stands the shade of Crescentius," she muttered. 
*■ Still I can not cease to love him, — each bound to each, — ■ 
together, yet perpetually divided, — our love a flower that the 
hand of death will gather." 

Again there was a long, intense hush. She crept to Otto's 
bed and knelt down by his side, hiding hsr wet face on her 
bare arms. 

" When he Is dead," she continued speaking softly, so as 
not to wake him, " the unpardonable sin irill be condoned. — 
Otto, Otto, — how I love you, — If I loved you less, — yon 
m^t live — " 

At these words he stirred in the cushions. A deep tfgh 
came from his lips, as if the mountain of a heavy dream bad 
been lifted from bis breast. 

She drew bach terrified, but noting that he did not open his 
eyes, she spoke with a moan of weariness: 

** How often thus in my dreams have I seen bis dead face — " 

Again she bent over the sleeper. How she could not discern 
a breath. A strange dread seized her, and her face became as 
wan and haggard as that of the fever-stricken youth. Ob^ing 
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ft •addon ImpolM ilw nmorcd Um jriteher at mtsr, pladng it 
in ft nmoto nldw, Tluo iha cnpt bftck to Otto's coocIl 

" b Iw dftftd ? " she lAlqwrad, ai if wisod b^ a ttavngt 
daliiium. " Ii he deed 7 I know not, — yet none knowi, — 
hot II Hone, — bat II *' 

She gftve a stert, aa if ilie liad diwovered a liitmer, g*****^ 
wiU^ aliout file roam, at each f flmt>i«f object in die chftmbeT. 
and met Otto'i eyea. 

She railed henelf with a gaap ol tenor, fti he craqied her 
Innd. 

" Who ia dead ? >* ha ftiked. '* And who ia it, thftt ftlon* 
knowa It 7 " 

She ittoked the aoft fair hair from bis clammy brow. 

" Tou are delirious, my lore," she whispered. " Ho one is 
dead; — you tiftve been dreeming." 

" I fiioaght I heard you say so," he readied wearily. 

The horror and bewilderment at his awakening at this 
moment of all, when she required all bar strength for her 
puipoee, left her dazed for a moment. 

The clock atnick die ncood hour after midnight. The 
sound cut the air sharply, like a stem summons. It seemed to 
demand: Who dans to watch at this hour of death 7 

Otto had again closed his eyes. Delirium had regained its 
sway. He waa whispering, while his fingers scratched cm the 
cover of his couch, as if lie were preparing Iiis own grave. 

Again he relapsed into a fitful slumber, filled with dreams 
and lisions of flie paat. 

He stands at the banks of the Rhine. The night is still. The 
moon is in her xenith, her yellow radiance refiected in the calm 
majestic tide of the river. He hears the sighing, droning 
swish of the waters; the sinuous dream-like murmnring of 
tiie waves resolving into tiffVl"*e chimes, far-away and {dain- 
tive, that steal up to ^)t" in the moon mlats, ravishing his 
■ool. In cadenced, langoonms rl^tbm the s(mg of the Shine- 
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dans^ten weepi and vooes thrcmgh tha night; Cbdr thim- 
mering bodies gleam from the waters in a sitrery spheie at 
light; they seem to beckon to him — to call to him — to 
lure him l«ck — 

** Home I Home I " he cries from the depths trf his dream; 
then his vtAct becomes inarticulate and ^nks into silence. 

New phantoms crowded each other, a shifting phantas- 
magoria of the reiy beings who at that dreadful hour were 
most ^irtdly fixed in his mind. And among them stood out 
the image <A the woman, ■vbo was kneeling at his dde, the 
woman he lored above ail women on earth. Again his lips 
moved. He called her by name, with pasaonata words of lore. 

" Let ms not die thus, Staphanla I Leave me not in this 
dreary abyss! Oh I Drive atniy those infernal spectres that 
stare in my face," and his words became wild and confused, 
as all these phantoms seemed to rush oa him together, forming 
lurid groups, flaming and tremulous, like prolonged flashes (tf 
lightning, but groiring fainter and fainter as they died away, 
when every facul^ of the young sufferer seemed uttar^ sus- 
pended. 

Dark clouds passed over the moon. 

The wind blew in fierce gusts, howling like an Imprisoned 
beast between the chinks of the wall. Then the night relapsed 
once more into mience, and in Intermittent pauses large drops 
of rain could be heard, splashing from the height of the roof 
upon the ringing flagstones. To Stephanie's Hstsning ear 
it seemed like a dreadful pacing to ai^ fro <rf spirits meditating 
on the past. She dragged herself to a seat in a recess of the 
wall, whence she could watch the sufferer and minister to his 
wants. 

Another fit of delirium seized Otto. Restlessly he tossed on 
his {dllows. Again a dream murmured his own impending 
fate into his ears. 

Again he is in Aiz-la-ChapeUe. Again he beholds Charle- 
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nugne Mated anct in hii cbalr u In that memonble night 
when he viiitBd the dead emperor in the crypts. He touches 
the Imperial mtments; the crown gutters in the smoky flare 
of the torches. But tiirough the heavy Arabian perfumes oi 
tiie emperor^ fantastic shroud penetrates the odour at ttM 
corpse. 

The night wore on. 

Recovering consdousneis, Otto knew by tlie dying candle, 
by tlie stroltes of tlie clocks from adjacent cloisters, that hours 
had passed into eternity, and that it was long past midnight. 
It was very still. The tread of the sentries was no longer 
beard. Through the window were seen pale blue flashes of 
Hgbtning in a remote cloudbank, as cm that memorable ni^t 
in the temfde of Heptune at Rome. The dull rumbling of dis- 
tant thunder seemed to come from the bowels of the earth. 

His head ached, bis mouth was parched, thirst tormented 
him. He dimly remembered the pitcher of water. Who had 
removed it ? Why had it been token away ? He tried to rise, 
to drag himself to the wall, but his strength was not equal to 
the task. He fell back in Uie cushians where for a time he lay 
motionless. Then a moan broke from his lips, which startled 
the flguie seated by the bed. Opening his ejres Otto gazed into 
the pale face ci Stephania. She started up with a low cry, — 
as from a trance. Waking and watching had benumbed her 
senses. 

Now from her own sufFering she lifted to Otto her face, 
wherein was reflected the great love she bore him. 

He looked at her witti all the love of his soul in his eyes. 

" I am d^g," he spoke calmly, " I know It." 

An outcry of mortal anguish broke from her lips. 

** Ro, no, nol " she moaned, entwinii^ him with her arms. 

"Otto, my love — you will live, — live — live — Can you 

fan^ us parted," she sobbed, " one from the other for ever ? 

Oi can you go from me and leave me to tiie great loneUness oi 
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the world 7 To me all on earth, but you, sBSnis a fleetbtg 
shadow; but in thia hour, I think only of the greater pang of 
my own fate, and pray that in another world I may be judged 
mote mercifully, — even by you." 

For some moments they remained locked In close embnce. 

"Kiss me I *' he whiqiered hungrily. "Kisflme.StephaniAl" 

She drew back. 

" Hy kisses are cold, Otto, cold as those of a dead lore.'* 

" Kiss me, Stephania," he moaned, " kiss me, even if your 
kisses were death itself.'* 

She breathed hard, as he held to her with all his might 

*' A dead hand is drawing me downward, hold me up, 
Ottol " she gasped, " Hold me upl Do not let me gol Do 
not let me gol" 

And she kissed him, until he was almost delirloas, drawing 
him close to her heart. 

"How you are mine — mine — mlnal" she triiispered, 
kissing him again and again, while his fingers were buried in 
the soft, silken wealth of her hair. 

"The hour is brief, — life is short and uncertain — oh, 
let tiie hour be ours I Let us drain the glittering goblet to the 
dregs I Then we may cast it from us and say we have been 
happy I Death has no terror for us I I am thirsty, Stephania, — 
give me the pitcher." 

She trembled in every limb. 

" Do not let me gol Hold me. Otto, — do not let me got " 
she almost shrieked, entwining him so tightly with her anna 
that he could scarcely breathe. 

"I feel the fever returning — the uniter — Stephania — " 

" Do not let me gol " she begged ^tb mortal dread. 

" I am burning up." 

He struggled in her arms to rise, gasping: 

"Water — Water 1" 

And he ptdnted to the niche, where he had e^ied Ota ]Atcber. 
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Shi ilnioKt dropped Umt u nuBiiig hinuslf ha puahod hsr 
from him. 13at head swam giddily and she felt a feeblenesB to 
aU her limbs; shndden erf icy cold lan tibroagh her, followed 
by waves of heat, that idckened and suffocated her. But 
she paid little heed to these sensations. Stepbanla felt death 
is her heart, she strove to sustain herself, but failing in tiie 
effort, fall moaning across his couch. 

Otto had fallen back ra his pillows vith eyes dosed. He 
was spared the sight of the terriUe agony of the woman he 
loved. At last she clutched the pitcher and staggering feeUy 
forward, step by step, she pushed back her hair from hnr 
browa and softly called hu name. 

He opened his eyes, but did not speak, 

Tnmbllng in every limb she bent over him and placing one 
hand under his head raised him to a sittiug posture, glancing 
fear-struck roimd the chamber. She thought she had heard 
ttie tread of approachuig steps. 

Greedily Otto grasped the vessel, pressing his hot hands 
over the woman's which held It to his lips. Greedily he drank 
die pmsoned beverage, while a heart-bieakiiig moan came from 
SteiAania's lips. He heard it not. Ea sank back into the 
cn^ons, while she knelt down by his tide, vreei^ as if her 
heart would break. 

The Senator of Rome was avenged. 

Avenged 7 On whom ? Whose tortnrea were the greater^ 
if a spirit still possessed the power to suffer ? Alas I It was 
not the death of her lord and husband she had avenged I She 
had saciificed the love which filled her heart to the Infemalst 

While these reflections were whirling through her maddened 
brain, the fatal person was courting serpent-like through 
Otto's veins, and creeping to his head. For a time he lay still; 
then he began to move uneasily in his i^owB, his breathing 
became laboured, he beat the covers with his bands. Then he 
moaned, as in the last agony, and Stophania, to whom every 
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souad of suffflring from his lips was as a ttunisand deaths, 
knelt by his side, tinable to avert her gaze from the youth, 
dying by the hand he loved and trusted. 

Fixedly she stared at the inert form on the bed. Then only 
the full realization of her deed seemed to burst upon her brain. 
She clutched despairingly at the cover, beneath which lay bis 
restless form, bis face averted, the face she so loved, yet feared, 
to see. 

" Otto I " she moaned, " Otto I " 

Her voice broke. She suddenly wididrew her hands and 
looked at them in horror, those white, beautiful hands, that had 
mixed the fatal draught. Then with a bewilder«l, vacant 
smile she beamed on her rictim. 

Otto had lost consciousness. Vothing stirred in the chamber. 
Profound silence reigned unbroken, save for the slow chime oi 
a distant bell, tolling the hour. 

Was he dead 7 Had the light of tiie eyes, she loved so well, 
gone out for ever ? 

Her hand hovered fearfully above bim, as if to drive away 
the grim spectre of death. At last, ner^ng herself with a 
supreme effort, she touched with trembling hand the cover 
that hid him from view. Lifting it tearfully, she turned it 
back B<rftly, — sof tiy, murmuring his name all the time. 

Then she stooped down close, and closer yet. Her red lipe 
touched the purple ones; she stroked the damp and clammy 
brow, and thrust her fingers into his soft hair. A moan came 
from his lips. Then, fastening her white robe more 8ecnIe^r 
about her, and stepping heedfully on tip-toe, she passed out 
of the chamber. With uncertain step she glided along the 
corridor, a ghostly figure, with a white, spectral face and 
fevered eyes. At tiie foot of the spiral stairway she paused, 
gazing eagerly around. 

Stepping to a low casement she peered into the night. 
Flickering lights and shadows played without; the late moon 
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had disappeaied, leaving bat a ulveiy trail upoa tlu sky, to 
faintly mark her nceot passage among the stars. Eveiything 
was BtiU. Only the plaintive cry of an owl echoed from afar. 
Her sandalled feet Bounded on the stone-paved floor, like the 
soft pattering of falling leaves in autnmn. Unsteadily she 
moved along the gray discolonied wall towards the secret 
panel, known hut to herself. Soon her perplexed wandering 
gaze found what it sought, and Stepbanla disappeared, as if 
the stones had receded to receive her. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE ANQBL OF THB AQONY 

HE morning of the following 
day broke hazy and threatening. 
But as the hours wore on, the 
sky, which had been oirercast, 
brightened slowly and in that 
instant's change the earth be- 
came covered with a radiance 
of sunshine and the heavens 
seemed filled irith ineffable 
peace. 
It was late in the day, when Otto woke from his lethdrgy. 
Hour after hour he had raved without recovering ctmscious- 
ness. His breathing grew weaker. He was thought to be in his 
last agony. Little by little the vigour of his youth bad reasserted 
itself, little by little he had opened his eyes. His sight had 
become dimmed from the effects of the poison, and his reason 
seemed to sway and to totter ; the fevered flow of blood, the wild 
beating of his temples, caused everything around him to scintil- 
late in a crimstm baze and flit befote his viuon with fitful 
dazzling gleams. But his eyes seemed fixed steadily in a remote 
recess of the room. 

Those surrounding his couch had believed him nearing 
dissolution, and when he opened his eyes. Otto looked upon 
the faces of those who had guided his steps ever since be set 
his foot upon Italian soil, Eckhardt, Count Tanunus, and 
Sjivester, the ailver-halred pontiff who had come from Rome. 
nieir faces toU him the worst. He attempted to raise himself 
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in his ciudiions, but his itrengfli failed blm, and he fell hea^fy 
back. Anew his ideaB became confiued and hia gaze resnmed 
its former fizednesB. 

His lips moved and Eckhardt, wlio bent over bim, to listen, 
turned white witti rage. 

"Again her accuxsed name," he growled, taming to the 
monk by his side. 

"Stephania — where ia Stephanla?" moaned tiie dying 
yoatii. 

A voice almost a shriek rent the mience. 

" I am here, — Otto, — I am here I " 

A shadow passed before the eyes of the amazed vidton in 
the idck-chamber, a shadow which seemed to come out of the 
wall itself, and the wife of the Senator of Rome staggered 
towards Otto's couch, who made a feeble effort to stretch out 
his hands toward her. He could not raise them. They were 
tike lead. She rushed to bis side, ere Eckhardt could prevent, 
and widi a sob fell down befoie the couch and grasped them 
tightly in her own. 

The petrified amazement, ^^ch had pictured itself In the 
features of those assembled, at the unexpected apparition, 
gave vent to a flurry of whispers and conjectures during which 
Eckliardt, mOi face drawn and white and haggard, had rushed 
through the outer chamber to the doOT. 

" Guards I " he thundered, " Guards 1 " 

Two spearmen appeared in tlie doorway. 

"Seize this woman and flirow her over tiie rampaitel" 
the Hargrave said with a voice whose calm formed a fearful 
contrast to the blanng fury in his eyes. 

The men-at-arms approached with hesitation, but Sylvester 
barred their progress Wtb uplifted arm. 

" Vengeance is tlie Lord'sl ** he turned to Eckhardt, idioee 
eyes, aflame witti wrath, s eemed the onfy Uring thing in his 
■tony face. 
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A teirible laugh broke from tha Hargrave** lips. 

«• His mad pleadings savad her once I Now, all the ai^ls 
in heaven and demons in hell combined shall not save her 
from her dooml " he replied to the Pcmtiff. " Seize ber, my 
men I She has killed your king I Over the ramparts with 
herl" 

They dared deny obedience no longer. Approaching the 
conch they laid hands on the kneeling woman. But the sight 
td violence for a moment so incensed the prostrate form in the 
cushions, that he started up, as he had done in the vigour of 
his health. 

With eyes glowing with fever and wrath, Otto leaped from 
Qio bed, planting himself before the prostrate form of tb» 



" Back) " he cried. " The first who lays band on her dies 
by my hand, a traitorl Down on your hnees before the Em- 
press at the Romans! ** 

Terror and amazement accomplished Stephania's salvation. 

Even Eckhardt was stunned. He knelt with the rest with 
•verted face. 

" Leave the room) '* Otto turned to the men-at-arms, and 
witti heads bowed down they strode fnmi the nek chamber and 
resumed their watch outade. What did it all mean ? The 
presence of the Senator's wife at ttieir sovereign's bedside, 
Eckhardfs contradictory demeanour, Otto's strsnge words; 
mystified they shook their heads, glad tfae terrible task had 
been spared them. 

Otto's exertion was followed by a complete collapse, and 
he fell back in a swo<m. After a time he seemed to rally. "VfiOt.- 
out assistsncs he lat up straight and rigid, and turned towards 
ttit woman, whose wan face and sunbn eyes made her fatal 
bean^ all the more terrible. 

" Tell me — shall I live till ni^t ? ** be whispered. 

And as she hid her face from him with a sob, he continued: 
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** Do not decein mel I am not afraidl" 

Ki voice broka. Every one in the room knelt down weeping. 
Sylvester tried to answer, but in vain. Hiding his face in his 
hands, the pontiff sobbed aloud, 

"Softly — softly — " Otto whispered to Stephania, then 
turning towards the sky he wliispeied : 

" How beaatifull *' 

The morning clouds wen gnnring rosy; the twiUght had 
become warm and mellow. The first beam of the sun appeared 
over the rim of the horizon. The dying youth hekl his face 
with closed eyes towards the light. A faint shiver ran through 
his body and with a last effort lie stretched out his arms, as if 
he would have rushed to meet the rising orb. 

Suddenly he was seized by a convulsion ; the veins swelled 
on neck and temples. 

** Water — water 1 " he gasped choktag. 

Stephania knew the symptoms. Pale as death she stag- 
gered to her feet, filled a cup with clear spring water and heU 
it to Iiis lips. 

Otto, grasping her hand with the cup, drank thirstily from 
the ice^old draught. 

Then his head fell back. A last murmttr came from hia 
half-open lips: 

" Stephania, — Stephania — " 

Then his life went out With a moan of heart-iending 
anguish she closed his eyes. The face of the youlht 
kissed by the early rays of the December son, took en 
a look as of one sleeping. His soul, freed from earthy love* 
bad entered cm its eternal repose. 

Johannes Grescentius was avenged. 

Eckhardt had watched the last moments of his king. In 
the awful presence of Death, he had restrained a new out- 
burst of passion against the woman, who had so utterly made 
that dead youth her own. But he had sworn a terrible oath 
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to himself, th&t she should pay the penal^, if that life went 
out, — it would be cancelling the last debt he owed on fbo 
accursed Roman soil. 

And no sooner had the light faded from Otto's eyes, no 
sooner had they been closed under tlie soft touch of Stephania's 
hand, tlian Scldiardt mshed anew to the door and tlie terrible 
voice of the Mai^rave thundered through the stillness of ttw 
death-chamber: 

"Gnardsl Throw ttiis woman over the ramparts I She has 
killed yotur KingI" 

Again the guards rushed into the cliamber. The terrible 
denunciation bad stirred their zeal. Stephaaia, kneeling by 
Otto's couch, never stirred, but as the men-at^ums, over-awed 
by the spectacle that met their gaze, paused for a moment, 
the sound of falling ciystal, brealdng on the floor, startled tba 
sUver-haired pontiff. 

He had seen enough. 

Stepping between Stephania and her would-be slayen he 
waved them back. 

Ilien he picked up a fragment of tlie empQr flask. 

" This phial, " he spoke to Eckhardt, " Is of the same shape 
and size as one discovered in a mtch's grave, when they 
were digging the foundations for the monastery of St. 
Jerome I " 

And be strode towards the woman and laid his hands on her 
head. 

" Slie will soon answer before a higher tribunal," said the 
monk of AuiiUac. 

" Father," she whispeTod, holding the hands of the corpse 
in her own, while her head rested on her arms, — " I cannot 
see, — stoop down, — and let me whisper — " 

" I am here, daughter, close — quite close to you." 

He inclined his ear to her mouth and listened. But though 
her lips moved, no words would coma. 
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After a moment or two of intense stillness, she whispered, 
raising her head. 

" It is bright i^ainl They are calling mel We will go 
t<%ether to that far, distant land <A peace. I am with yon. 
Otto — hold me up, I camiot breathe — " 

Gently Sylvester lifted her head. 

" Otto, — my own love — forgive — " she gasped. A con- 
vulslTe shudder passed through her body and she fell lifeless 
over the dead body of her victim. 

Stephania*s proud spirit had flown. 

^Ivester muttered the prayer for the departed, and staggered 
to his feet. 

Eckhardt pointed to her lifeless clay. In his livid face burnt 
relentless, unforpving wratti. 

" Throw that woman over the ramparts I " he turned to his 
men. " She shall not have Christian burial! " 

Anew Sylvester intervened. 

" Backl " he commanded the guards. " Judge not, — that 
ye may not be judged. What has passed between those two — 
lies beyond the pale of human ken. He alone, who lias called, 
has the right to judge themi She died af>solved. — "May God 
have merc^ on her soul I " 

As weeping those present turned to leave ttie death-chamber^ 
Sckhardt bent over the stlU, dead face of Otto. 

" I will hold the death-watch,*' he turned to Sylvester. 
" Have the Uer prepared I To-morrow at dawn we start 
We return to our Saxon-land, — we go back across the Alps. 
In the crypts <rf Aiz-Ia~Chapelle the grandson of the great 
Otto shall rest; he shall sleep by the side of the great emperor, 
whom he visited ere be came hither; Chartemagne's phantom 
has claimed him at last. Rome shall not have a lock of hit 
hairl" 

" As you say — so shall it bel " replied Sylvester, hii gaze 
turning from Otto to the lifeless clay <^ Stephania. 
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Softty he raised her dead body and laid it nde by dde with 
diat of Theophano'8 son, joining their handi. 

" Though they shall sleep apart in distant lands, their souls 
are one in the great beyond, that holds no mysteries for the 
departed." 

From the chapel of the clcdster at the foot of the bill, stealing 
through the solemn stillness of the December moming* cams 
the chant of the mmks: 

" Quanda eorpn* naorlttar, 

Pae at animae donetm 

Paradlal cloti»." 
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CHAPTER V 

RETURH 

HE Eve ot the fflllfp"!!""* 
stood upon fba thresliold of 

lime. 

The veiled sun of midwinter 
was rising and his early rayi 
filled the blue balconies of the 
East wiUi curtains of gold. 
Prom the slopes of Patemo a 
strange procession was to be 
seen winding its way down into 
the plains below. It was the remnant of the German host, 
carrying the bier with the body of the third Otto towards its 
distant, final resting-place. Eckhardt and Haco jointly headed 
the mournful cortige, wliich after reaching the plain, entered 
the northern road. Behind them lay Civlta Castellana, the 
walls of the ancient dtadel towering high above the town, 
which lay in the centre of a net-work of deep ravines. To their 
light the Sabine hills extended in long, aiiy lines and the 
wooded heights of Pellachio and San Gennaro rose to the south- 
east. Before them Vlterbo with her hundred towers lay dark 
and frowning inside her bristling walls; and to northward, 
surmounted by its mighty cathedral dome, on a coiical hill, 
above the great lake of Bolsena, the gray town of Hontefla- 
scone rose out of the wintry haze. 

Continually harassed by the Romans the small band 
hewed thi^ way through thdr pursuers who abandoned 
their onslaughts only when the Germans reached Qie Hera 
46a 
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RETURN 

and IwheU tba Campanila of St. JuvMiale rising ahon 
NamL 

SIow^ the imperial cortige passed through tlie andent town 
and was soon lost in the porpie mists, which enslirouded motm- 
tain and valley. 

Some lay behind them, the source of their tears and sorrows. 

Onward, ever onward they rode towards the glittering crests 
of the AlpSftlifl solemn twilight of theHercynian forest, towards 
the distant banks of the Rhine and the crypts of Aiz-la-Gha- 
peDe. 
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announcement list 
of 3^titf ifftctton 

Haunters of the Silences, sr chaklss g. 

D. Roberts, RaOior of •' Red Fox," « The Watchen of 
the Trails," etc 

Cloth, oae Tolume, with naaj dnwlnga hf Charlei Llr- 
ingston Bull, fonr of which are b full color . $ijM 

The stories In Mr. Roberts's new collection are the strong- 
est aod best he has ever written. 

He has large^ taken for his subjects diooe anlmslt rarely 
met with in books, whose lives are spent " la the Silences," 
where they are the supreme rulers. Mr. Roberts has writ- 
ten of them sympathetic all J, as always, but widi fine r^ard 
for &e scientific truth. 

" As a wiltor abost utimals, Mr. Roberts occnplM in enTlabla 
place. He is tha most Utervy, h well as the most Imagliiativa 
and Tlrid of all the natnre writer*." — BroeUyn EagU. 

" Hii animal stoiie* are muvels of sympathetic sdeacs aad 
Iteimry •aactneas." — Mw Ytrt WtrU. 
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M L. C. PAGE AND COMPACTS 

The Lady of the Blue Motor. By 

G. Sidney Paternostsh, author of '■ The Cruise of 
the Motor-Boat Conqueror," <' The Motor Pirate," etc. 
Ooth decorative, with a colored frontiBpiece by John C 
FrohB fi-Se 

The Lady of the Blue Motor Is an audadous heroine 
who drove her mysterious car at breakneck speed. Her 
plea for assistance in an adventure promising more than a 
spice of danger couM not of course be disregarded by any 
gallant fellow motorist. Mr. Paternoster's hero rose 
promptly to the occasion. Across France they tore and 
across the English Channel. There, the escapade past, he 
lost her. 

Mr. Paternoster, however, b generous, and allows the 
reader to follow their separate adventures until the Lady of 
the Blue Motor Is found again and properly vindicated of 
all save womanly courage and affection. A unique ro- 
mance, one continuous exciting series of adventure. 



Clementina's Highwayman. By robut 

NxiLSON Stsphbns, author of "The Flight of Geor- 

giana," "An Enemy to the King," etc. 

Cloth decorative, illustrated .... |i.jo 

Mr. Stephens has put into his new book, "Qementina's 
Highwayman," tile finest qualities of plot, construction, and 
litoary finish. 

The Btoiy is laid in the mid-Oeorglan period. It ts a 
dashing, sparldiog, vivacious comedy, with a heroine as 
lovely and changeable as an April day, and a hero all ardor 
and daring. 

The exquidte quality of Mr. Stepnens's literary stylo 
clothes Uie story In a rich but delicate word-fabric; and 
never before have his setting and atmosphere been so 
peiject 
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The Sorceress of Rome. Br natran gal- 

LiziSH, author of " Csstel del Monte," etc- 

Cloth decorative, illustnted . . . ti.50 

The love-atoiy of Otto III., the bor emperor, and Ste- 

phania, wife of the Senator CresccDtlus of Rome, has 

already been made the basis of various German poems and 

plays. 

Mr. Gallizier has used it for the main theme of ■' The 
Sorceress of Rome," the second book of his trilogy of 
romances on the medifeval life of Italy. In detail and 
finish the book is a brilliant piece of work, describing 
dearly an exciting and strenuous period. It possesses the 
lame qualities as ■■ Castel del Monte," of which the Chicago 
Record Herald said : " There is color, there is sumptuous 
word^ainting in these pages; the action is terrific at times ; 
vividness and life are in every part; brilliant descriptions 
entertain the reader; mystic scenes and prophecies give a 
singular fascinatioo to the tale, which is strong and force- 
fulln its portrayal" 



Hester of the Hills. By gkovxr cut. 

doth decorative, iUnstrated ■ |i.5o 

"Hester of the Hills" has a motif unusual in life, and 
new in fiction. Its hero, who has only acquired his own 
strength and resourcefulness by a lifelong struggle against 
constitutional frailty, has come to make the question of 
bodily soundness his dominant thought He resolves to 
ensure strong constitutions to his children by marrying a 
physically perfect woman. After long search, he finds this 
ideal in Hester, the daughter of a '■ cracker squatter," of 
the Oiack Mountains of Missouri. But, — he forgot to 
take into consideration that very vital emotion, love, which 
played havoc with his well-laid plans. 

It Is an ingenious combination of practical realism and 
hnaginative fiction worked out to a thoroughly delightful 
uui istisfying climax. 
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4 Z. C. PAGE AND COMPANY'S . 

Prisoners of Fortune, a talk of the massa- 

CHDSETTs Bay Colony. By Ruel Pbrley Shith, 
author of ■< The Rlral CAmpera," etc. 
doth decontire, with a colored frongapiece bf Frank T. 
Merrili |i-5o 

The period of Mr. Smith's story is the b^nniog of the 
eightecDth centurj, when the shores of the American col- 
onies were harassed and the seas patrolled by pirates and 
buccaneen. These robbed and spoiled, and often seized 
and put to death, the sailors and fishers an^ other humbler 
folic, while their leaders claimed friendship a^ike with South- 
em planters and New Eng-Iand merchants, — with whom 
it is said they frequently divided their spoHs. 

The times were stem and the colonists were hardy, but 
they loved as truly and tenderly as in more peaceful days. 
Thus, while the hero's adventures with pirates and his search 
for their hidden treasure is a record of desperate encounters 
and daring deeds, bis love-story and his winning of sweet 
Maij Vane ia in delightful contrast 



The Rome Express, bv ma^s akthuk grif- 

rtTHS, author of " The Passenger from Calais," etc 
Cktth decorative, with a colored frontispiece by A. O. 
Scott I1.25 

A mysterious murder on a flying express train, a wily 
Italian, a charming woman caught in the meshes of circum- 
stantial evidence, a chivalrous Englishman, and a police 
force with a keen nose for the wrong due, are the ingredi- 
ents from which Major Griffiths baa concocted a clever, up- 
taMlate detective story. The book is bright and spirited, 
with rapid action, and consistent development which brings 
the >to^ to a logical and dramatic ending. 
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